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1 DES NN V. 


| To his- G RACE 
ee 


Duke of ORMOND, 1 
Lord Steward of His Majeſty's 


ble Order of the Garter. One 
of His MajrsTyY's Moſt Ho- 


naurable Privy | Council, Se.” : 7 


May i pleaſe your GRACE, 
HE Arrogance a Poet may be 


2 brings him more Terror, than 
his Fear for the Succeſs of his 
Play; and I always thought 
oy Ba rowns of an offended Patron a greater 


; E than the Cenſures of the Partial 
A 3 Criticks. 


— 


Houſhold, Knight of the No- 


= guilty of in a Dedication, often 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Criticks. But the Sin of Confidence is ſo 
Natural to a young Poet, and fo ſuitable to 
his Character and Buſineſs, that an Excuſe, 
or Reproof (as it would be extreamly unne- 
ceſſary, ſo it) might perhaps be a hindrance 
to his Fortune. My Sence of this, has en- 
courag'd me to preſent this Comedy to your 


Grace; with this humble Suit, that as it has 


indifferently paſt in the Opinion of the 
Town, it may have the Honour to ſtand as 
Neuter in your Grace's Favour: The greateſt 
CarFdence of a Poet can aſk no more; nor 
can you (My L:r4) Govern'd by your Ex- 


cellent Temper, grant leſs. This I knowI 


need not repeat, nor urge a ſecond time: For 
whoever yet made an Humble Addrefs to 
your Grace, tha: went away unſatisfied You 
are ſo far from Singularity, fo nobly Juſt, 
and ſo unwearied in doing good, that to Pen 
your Applauſe, were as impoſſible a Work, 
as to pen the Actions of your Life, every 
Hour producing ſome memorable thing as 


an Addition to the Volume. My. Lord, tis 


not only my particular Grief, but every ones, 
for your Grace's departure from England: 
And though the great Place of Truft con- 
ferred upon you by his Sacred Majeſty, (and 
which none can be more worthy of) gives us 
Proof as well of your Pious Loyalty, as Un- 

equal'd Grandeur; yet ſuch an Influence 
you have -gain*d on all Hearts, that they 
had rather the Kingdom of Ireland ſhould loſe 
its Preſerver, than they ſo good a Patron. 


This 


22 * 


SZ mm © 


PI 


CPP A cot. eg 


The Epiſile Dedicatory. 
This I confeſs I am moſt ſenſible of, perhaps 


having as much cauſeas any; which Relation 
i' ſmother, leſt it is thought Intereſt more 
than Gratitude makes me reſent it. 

If I have preſumed too much, I have this 
Excuſe, that a Dedication to ſuch a Perſon 
cannot be. writ. without it; and *tis the only 
Honour a Poet 1s ambitious of, to have a great 
Name before his Play. I confeſs I was guil- 
ty of this; and haveouly this Excuſe for the 
Arrogance of a Dedication, that your Grace 
was pleas'd to favour my laſt, and that this 
was writ with the ſame Integrity, For the 
Play I can ſay nothing, only that it was my 
own, though ſome are pleas'd to doubt the 
contrary, (the Scotch Song excepted, a Part 
of which was not mine; nor do I defire 
any Reputation from it.) Be pleaſed, My 
Lord, to forgive this Prolixity z and believe 
my Sence of the Honour I have in Addreſ- 
ſing to your Grace, almoſt equals the Am- 
bition I ſhall ever own, in ſtyling my ſelf, 


My Lord, 
Your Grace's moſt Humble 


and mo} Obedient Servant, 
T no. Dur Ex. 


x4" RE 


'P ROLOGUE. 


F Plot and Bus neſs Comical and New 
Could pleaſe the Criticks, that fit bere toview, ; 
The Poet might bave thought this Play would ü. 
But in this Age Deſign no Praiſe can get: 
Ten cry it Converſation wants and * F 
ne if the obvieas Rules of Comedy, 
ere only dul! Grimace and Repartee. 
8 y 6 Sirs, have been your Darlings prov'd of late: 
he Author therefore careliſi of his Fate. 
And knowing Wit a Chatiel bardly got, 
Has gentar'd his whole Stock upen a Plot: 
He ſays a Macl Seng, or a Smutty Tale, 
. Can preaſe the Town; and why not this prevail F—— 
Ejriendly told bim, all that I could ſay, 


Was, that your Fancies lran'd the other way; 
And you lo d Wenching better than bis Play. 
For th Body flill you Luxury prepare; 

But let the Mind be dejolate and bare: 

Thus loje your ſelves in the Worlds prudent thought, - — 
Then Aire to get Reprieve by finding fault. 

A Critick is a Monſter that can ſway | 
Only o're Tgnorance, and yet dares prey 
Upon that Power that form'd him out of Clay. 
Adulterate Age, where Prudence is a Vice, 
And Wit. 5 as ſcandalous 4s Avarice ;— — 


271 


271 


—— 8 


PROLOGUE. 


Net in deſpight of this——yare Poets too, - 
And tobat two Fps rail at, a third ſball 4. 
Upon our Privileges you incraach, 


And with Jul} Bine the Noble Art bach; 4 


Nr writing Plays you ſcorn a Paets Name; 
A Barwwdy Song's enough to get you fame : 
Where *midfi the Reputation that js due, 
You will be ſure no Man ſpall cenſure you. 
Yet though your Faction does infeft the Town, 
There is a wiſe Cabal dares judge and own 
Deſert and Wit, 


To theſe we humbly dedicate our Plays, 


Whilſt at their Feet eur Poets mares pr Bay. 
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Peregrine Bubble, a ereduloos fond 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 


Ally, Gel Friend] 
R 25 Mr. P wel. 
cc Mills. 


Fate Dozge?: 


Cuckold, Huſband to BMI. 

Ol Funble, a ſuperannuated Al- 
derman, that dotes on black 
Women: He's very deaf, and 
almoſt blind; and ſeeking to Mr. Johnfon. 
cover his Imperfeftion of not 
hearing what is ſaid to him, an- 
ſwers quite contrary. 

Sir Roger Petulant, a Jolly _ Mr. Eftrourt. 
Enight of the laſt Age. 5 | 

Sneak, Nephew to Sir Ruger, 2 Mr. Penkethman. 
young raw Student. ; 

Spatterdaſh, Servant to Fumble. | 

Jeremy, Servant | to Wa | 


Mr. Richards. 


Apotbecary. | * Mr. Percival. 
WO M E N. 

Emilia, Wife to Bubble. Mrs. Knight. 

Maria, Siſter to Bubble. Mrs. Rogers. 

Cordelia, Niece to Bubble, _ Mrs. Sherborne. 

Brity, Woman to Emilia. - © Mrs. ; 4 

Goperneſs. | 2 Mrs. gegen. * 
Servants and Attendants. 
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Sc; 


A Dining-Room, a Table, Shuttl-Cork and _ 
_ Battle. Dori. : 


Raſhley and Emilia ftting, Betty ſings. 


N vain, Cruel Nymph, you my Paſſion deſpiſe, 
And flight a Poor Lover that languiſping dies: 
Theugh Fortune my Name with no Title endow'd; 
lit fierce is my Paſton, and warm is my Blood. 
Delay in AfeBion exalts an Amour ; | 
Fer be that loves often will ſooneſt give ver. 
0 . A 6 
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ru” * 


I. 
But Pos: and Young I/ flee to thy Arms, 
dnfufing my Soul in Elizium of Charms. 
4 Manarch Til be when I lic by thy fide, 
And thy pretty Hand my Scepter ſball guide, 
Tu! ned with delight you confeſs = a Jo. 
No Monarch jo happy, fo pleaſant as. J. 


Raug. 


Y Heav'n there's nothing ſo dear to a free and gene- 
rous Spirit, as this roving and uncontrould way of 
Love: Methinks we live like Angels, and every Kils 
brings a new Life of Pleaſure. 

Emilia. You have Reaſon to believe I think fo, for fuf- 
fering this early Viſit from you in my Huſband's Abſence; 
who, poor Man, went from me by break of Day to ſee 
a Horſe-Race a Mile beyond High-gate. 

Raſh. Nay, I confeſs, tis a ſign of your kind Reſent- 
ment of my Paſſion. Oh Heav'n! that happy thought 
has made me all rapture; II cheriſh it, Madam, as 1 
would my Youth, or the beſt of all my Senſes, the Senſe 
of Feelir 

"Fil. Gherith it rather as the Means of keeping our 
Love from my Huſband's knowledge. Well! I twear 
the thought of my indirect Plot ſometimes makes me 
very melancholly. 

Rajb. Melancholly ?————Fie, Madam, baniſh ſuch 
thoughts for ever from your Breaſt: If you are melan- 
cholly now, what would you have done, if I had not knoivn 
you, when the Clog of your Conſcience (I mean your 
Huſband) would have been your perpetual Plague, and 
given you Cauſc for more Melancholly than the * 


vance of the "Re JE 


E mil, 


DOT + = 


than twenty others: and twill be very neceſſary for uw. 


__ The ProTTING S1STERS. 13 

Emil. Ay; but to break a Vow, Sir, .a Vow: Litde 
do you think what *tis to break a Vow, * 

 Rafs. Little do I think? Madam, 1 thought you had 


| known me ſo much a Gentleman, to imagine 1 know _ 
what belongs to the breaking a Vow as well as another 


Man. To undeceive you I have broke twenty Vows," 


that is, unneceſſary Vows (ſuch as yours are) nay and 'Y [ 


without a ſcruple of Confcience: 1 thank my Sens, I'm 
of a tougher Conſtitution. | 

Emil. Beſides, you confider not the other nit 
ences; you know my Huſband's Siſter Maria loves you, 
and is of that untam'd, malicious Nature, that ſhe'll re- 
venge my invading her propriety in your Heart by 
diſcovering our Love to my Huſband: I know ſhe plots 
it hourly ; and though her Pretence is the Honour of 


5 our Family, her real Deſign is through her love to you. 


; Raſo. Never doubt your Huſband, Madam, he has Po: 


Es, firange u Confidente 1 in my Fidelity, that to poſſeſs him 


otherwiſe, were utterly to take away the little Senſe” is 
left him. You know he brought me to lodge in his 
Houſe, which prudently I refus'd at firſt, and leemingly 
fled from the Heaven I defir'd, to make him more im- 
portunate : Since I came here, you know how he has 
careſs'd me; and to colour my Deſign, and divert you, 
have feign'd a Miftreſs in this quarter of the Town 5 and 
then, as if I ſpoke of her, have told him all that has pas 


betwixt my ſelf and you, at which the good naturd Crea- 


tare has laugh'd .extreamly, and wiſh't me good Luck 

thouſand times; and can we now doubt further N 
By Heaven, we cannot Madam. t 

Emil. Then you know there's another great Obſtacle? 
Ned "Ranger has long profels'd a Paſſion for me, and 
doubtleſs is not ignorant that my Love for you 3s the 
Cauſe of his no better Succeſs: A jealous Man ſees more 


— 9 be 


** 
©: $4 b . 


Reb, 
2 


4 
1 
85 


14 The Fond HusAN D: Ox, 

Raſh. Dang' rous —— not at all, Madam; — never 
think him ſo; ſucceſs, which animates the Hero, and 
leads him on to greater Enterprizes than before he durſt 
attempt, has cheriſht Hopes in me: Let me alone with 
- him; and for my part, Igad i'll turn thee looſe to any 
. Female-Devil on this fide Lapland, either for Plot or 

Repartee. 
Emil. Yet ill I fear the worſt. 


Nad. Fear nothing, Madam: Fear is the worſt of 

Paſſions, and incident to baſe, not noble Hearts; beſides, 

our Love, conſider d rightly, is a ſecond · rate Innocence, 

where Affection, not Duty, bears prerogative; tis the 

= primitive 1 Ia of our Souls, * and 
came in by the by 


Enter Betty. 


N Ber. Madam, Mr. Ranger, in ſpite of my Reſiſtance, 
has rudely preſt into the Houſe, and is juſt coming 
hither. , 


Emil. Call up the Footmen : Lock the Door. 
3: Enter Ranger. 


. Rang. Stand till, Mrs. Jilt, or I ſhall ſpoil your Door- 
keeping hereafter. Jack Raſpley, here Hell and the 
Devil— [To Betty. 
bl? What Inſolence is this ? pray, Sir, your Bu- 
o 

Rang. Only my Zeal, Madam, to give you Notice of 
an approaching Danger: Vour Huſband has ſo intang]'d 
his Horns yonder in a Hawthorn-Buſh, that tis te be 
fear'd without immediate Help he will loſe the decent 
and commodious Ornament of his Forehead. 
OE Moſt . How dare you talk 

EF 


Rang. 
3. 


De Prorr Ie Sisr ERG 18 
Ran mene nn dare you qo 
Rab. Do what, Sr? en LY | | 
Emil. Hold, and as you love me; move no aber 
Baſeſt of Men! have you the Folly to believe this Way 
can prove beneficial to your Love? No, I hate thee mor- 
_ tally, nor ſhall thy Malice from henceforth be Sncceſs- 
ful ; I'll difarm it; and when thou thinkeſt thy Plots 
are ſureſt laid, be ſure of a Surprie.— 
ww O Infamy !—*Sdeath, is your Forehead Steel? 
and is your Skin of that obdurate Temper you cannot ; 
| force a Bluſh into your Cheeks at the Confeſſion of your 1; 
obſcene Crime ? — How great a Friend to Hell i is Im- 
| pudence! | 
Eil. Pray, . him, tis an ;nfipid Fel- 
| low that I am often troubled” with ; and believe his Inſo- 
lence for the Future ſhall be prevented: In the mean I 
Time, to expreſs my; Gratitude, give me leave to pre- 4 
ſent you with this Necklace; this Ring too will fit your 
Finger ;——nay, and ſwear you ſhan't refuſe em m | 
anne "ris all the good TY 
I get by him. 42 = 
- Rang. Very well the Bleſſing of a Wiſe let all # 
Men judge. What envious Fiend to plague me makes | 
me Love this Creature? | ; 
Kab. nr your 
Memory ſhall poſſeſs my. Soul, and all your Charms lite 
ever in my — kindeſt, ſweeteſt—— 
deareſt——— | [Kiſſes ber Hand. 
Rang. Death and Damnation, muſt I ſtay and ſee A: 
this 2 Madam, — this modelt . before L 
op Lover. makes — Hh 3 
nail Little for, your: Contentment I doubt not, Gi > |} 
But tis a — — n — if 
8 - = 
l "Rang. — 


4 


$ 

2 

3 
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», 
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Woman, that I begin to doubt whether Nature had any 


is The Fond HosBand: Or, 
Kang. Go——you are a Devil, ſo far from being a 


Hand in your Creation. Is't not enough, vile Creature, 
that I know you abuſe your Huſband, but that you dare 


.give me an ocular Proof? Diſpenſe your Favours to the 


Man that horns him before my Face? Oh unparallelld 


Impudence 


. \Emil. Incorrigible Fool,  think'ſt thou to daunt my 


- Will? the little 1] I do can raiſe no l. nor will I 


ever doubt it. 
Rajb. Fa, la, la, la. 
The Joys of a Lever in Paſſion remain, 
In Paſfien that's fervent and free, &c. 


„% 7 
| Bety. Oh Madam, oy Maſters juſt come Home und 


| coming up. 


Nang. Bleſt minnte ! hevirÞ-hope his Eyes will beun- 
ſeal'd, and through che Right End of the Perſpettive ſee 
vou: Madam, aſſure your ſelf there ſhall want nothing in me. 
Emil. I know, Sir, and am prepar'd for the worſt of 
* Malice. Hee, © take this Battledor, and let us play. 


pairs pare? 
RG. Out, out, Madamer——yare gut. +»: 
1 Euter Bubble. | Ay | 


- _ Ha, ha, ha. Chicken; Good morrow, "Chick 


tn, —— Morrow m. Chick, pritheelet me kiſs thee ; 

What, in the Mumps ?-—— This Morning, pop no 
more of that hoh What my old Friend Ranger too 
Merrow Ned. Faith! would you had been with me this 


Morning, I have had the rareſt Sport yonder at fifgh. 


Gate with two or three N Fellows Harkee, Chick, 
T have invited em all to Dinner one Day this Week, good 
blunt courſe Fellows, F aith, but damnable rich: 25 


7 — Jidge me, I paſs d for a brave Fellow amongſt *em.— 


Emil- 


p 
| 


thou art a Scholar, 
jidge me!) ſhe's always too hard for me.—— 


* 


Tbe Plorrino Foors. 17 


Euil. You need boaſt of Applauſe from ſuch Clowns. 
Bub. Clowns? What, honeſt, tough, hard-fiſted, plain 
dealing Farmers, Clowns ?——Pop=—1 fay, you are an 


inconſiderable Varlet, Chicken, ——and know not what 


belongs to ſuch pood company. 

| Rang. She is ſo well diverted at Home, Sir, that all 
rural Society is diſtaſtful to her. 
Enil. 1 gueſs em to be much of your Humour, Sir, 
Owners of a great deal of dull, infipid N oiſe, and very 
little or no Senſe—— _ 


Bub. Well ſaid, Chicken — Toh 


her again, Ned; "Tis a raging Turk at Repartee — 
Invent. =invent ; ftrike her home; prithee try her Wit. 
for my Part I dare not: (as Gad 


Rang. And me:too, I aſſure you, Sir. But there's 
a Gentleman that has the good Fortune to be more inti- 


mate: His Addreſs is far more plealing than mine, 
Bab. Who, Tom! Come I'll hold a Guinea ſhe's too 


hard for him too; why, *cis the readi'ſt, witti'ſt, jecring'ſt» 
Hearing'(lt Quean—— 'Sbud ſhe's one of the Pearls of Elo- 
quence, ——And Pop——by the Way let me tell you, 
there's ne'er an Orator in Chriſtendom has more Tropes 
and Figures, take her when her Hand's in 


Rang. Nor knows the Art of Wheadling deter u | 


ſay that for her.. 


Bab. Gad, thou art in the right, ſhe's a Now Pareks 


at it: But now you talk of Wheadling, prithee, Tow, 
how go thy Love Affairs? Thou look'ft but ill upon 
Any Plots? adventures of late? Hah! 


Rab. None that can make me frown, Sir t——My- 


Stars have allotted me fo mild a Deſtiny, that I can ca- 


refs my Friend with my wonted Air, without being * 5 
courag d by my Succeſs in Love Affairs. 


5. I amglad on't, Faith: Come, prithes let uns he 


partaker of thy good Fortune when wert thou with het? 


Emile 
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cellent Air, and added to it = thoekad kind Words and 


little to any one's Credit; for he is but a Kind of a Soft- 


ſhall add little to your quiet. Oh curſe of— 


18 The Foxnr HvusBand : Or, 


Emil. Tell him, tell him Sir: Lord, you never uſed 
to be ſo cautious in theſe Matters: —pray tell him and 


tremble :—— Now obſerve. [To Ranger 4½ de. 
R. Why, Sir, ——I was with her this morning. 
Bub. So ! and what Sueceſs prithee ? 

Naß. Why at my firſt coming ſhe entertain'd me with 

a Song, ſoftly expreſſing the Delights of Love in an ex- 


Kiſſes: I had all the Privilege imaginable, and twas my 
good luck to come at a very happy Hour, for her Huſ- 
band went out early i'th' Morning a Fowling as far as 
Hel/zway. 

Bab. Holloway cas on 't What damn'd 
luck had 1? if it had been Higb- Gate, I ſhould have met 
the Fool; for I have been there all this Morning. 

Raſh. Aly! tis no Matter, Sir, his Company can add 


headed, a Half · witted Fellow. F 

Bub. A Ninny, a Fool. Ha, ha, ha. 

Rab. Ay, and the „ all the Cuckolds 
I ever met with. 

Bub. Poor Animal! Faith I pity him, but there's a 
Number of 'em about Town ifaith, == we Men of 
Wit ſhould want Diverſion elſe. |< 

Rang. We Men of With quoth a! Dam him, he's 
duller than a Juſtice's Clark. To be made a Property 
all this while, and not diſcern it, Oh, inſufferable ſtu- 


pidity [ 


* Emil. O' ſerve, Sir, el =, 
Ln: Yes, Devil, I do obſerve; I doubt not but my 


"Bob. Why how now, Ned; what, grinning like a 
Monkey cating of Cheſnuts! prithee what art thou 
thinking on? As Gad jidge me, I think thou art grown 
inſipid, as my Wife ſays; how do'ſt like Tom's Intrigue ? 
Ha, is it not pleaſant ? | me 

Ef Rang. | 
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Rang. Very pleaſant, Sir, and faith in my ſudgment 
repreſents as nearly as any Character I ever ſaw*%—— 

Bnb. Repreſents ?——whoo pox you're at your 
- Quirks and Quiddits, your Cambridge Puns and We/ftmin- 
er Quibbles are you? 


Emil. Pray forward, Sir, methinks "tis very _ 
tive. 

Rang. Very divertive! Dam her, ſhe was ſure the 
Off-ſpring of Belaebub. 

Raſb. After a thouſand other careſſes intermixt with 
Kiſſes and Smiles, and a World of hapyy Thoughts 
and Fancies extravagantly rendred upon ſo happy an 


Occaſion, ſhe oblig'd me in a new and moſt ſenſible 


Way, preſenting me, with a ſweet and incomparable 
Grace, this Gold Watch, and this Diamond Ring. 

[Ranger /ooks amaz'dly. 

But. Prithee obſerve Ned there, he's grown a ſtrange 

— 2 Fellow j——— Ha, ha, ha, look how he 


Rang. Was ever ſuch an Impudence? ſure I dream ! 


and this is all Deluſion. —-Harkee, Sir, you WEE | 


coverably blind. 
Bab. Blind? what I blind? 


Rang. Methinks that Watch looks very like one I have 


| ſeen your Wife wear often. 
Zub. Hal as Gad jidge me, and ſo it does; but 
much good do thy Heart Tom, i'll warrant it richt. 
Rang. Methinks that Ring too much reſembles 
- yours. 


Bub. The Square' is right. but I think my Stones 


were a little bigger. 
Fang. Now the Devil rake thee for a dull Rogue. 
T Aſide. 
Rab. But the beſt Jeſt was, before ſhe gave me theſe, 
there happen d to come rudely into the Room à wild 
young Fellow, that 1 found afterwards to be my Rival, 
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and one ſhe hated for his ill Nature and Impertinence; 
but to ſee hot pitiful-he look d to ſee me ſo preſented 
before his Face, would have made you die with laugb 
ing.—— Ha, ha, ha. 


B23 
Zan $ Ha, ha, ha. 


Rang. Hell and Furies, what's this I bike? am [ 
made a Property too? If I bear this, may I be poſted 
for a Coward, and my Infamy known to all Nations 
Harkee, Sir. | 
Rafe. Well, Sir. 

Rang. By your ridiculous 13 ado, I gueſ⸗ 
I was concern'd in your laſt Deſcription, an Affront that 
requires inſtant Satisfaction; and believe, Sir, you ſhall 
not carry it off ſo clearly as you imagin'd : Tho' he is 
ſuch a Fool to be bubbl'd out of his Realon——1 am 
not follow me, Sir, if you dare. 


Refs, Dare Lead on, —— ſhall ſee how much 
I dare. 
Emil. Hold Sir, you ſhall not 80. { 


Rab. Dare follow you? 
Rang. Ay, Sir, twould be a doubtful Queſtion if your 


Protection there were out of the Way. {Points to Emil. 0 
Na What's that? Protection? We 

Bab. How now ?— what Jokes? hard Words? whats W * 
the Matter, Tom?——1 muſt have no 'Quarrels here. WM * 


Emil. Tis Mr. Ranger's ill Humour; prithee, Love, 
ſpeak to him, he's always diſturbing good Company 3 | 
tell him, he's impertinent. | 
Bub. Gad, and fo I will. —— What a pox, a Man 
cannot be a little jocoſe in his own Houſe but he muſt 
diſtarb him; you ſhall ſee me go and huff him. 


Rang. His Horns I am ſure are large enough m 
Horns.of ſufficient Growth, ſubſtantial Horns; Horns thi 
e EOS 5 — 

N | 


_y not believe it. 


Bs. 
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Bub. Believe what, Ned? Ha, ha, ha, - He mad----- 


Downright out of his Wits: Tis a thick ſeulbd Fellow, 


God knows — but we were not all born to be Wit. 
What doſt believe, Ned# | | 


Rang. Why, Sir, I believe you are mad! 


Bub. I mad ?—— Damme Ned, you're an nnen, 


Fellow. Now obſerve, Chicken. 
Rang. How Sir? 
Bub. 1 ſay, Sir, an des Fellow, Sir, and 
deſerve to be cramb'd into a Powdering-Tub——- 
Rang. Dam this Fool, how he tortures me ! but my 


revenge lies another Way; I'll inſlantly go to his Siſter 
Maria, who I know loves Raſb/ey, and will willingly 


joyn with me in uy e This muſt do, and i't 
about it inſtantly. [Erit. 


Bub. Ah— he's gone; I thought when I began to 


roar once he would quickly vaniſh: I warrant I have 
frighted him into an Ague.——Poor Fool, he'll hardly 
trouble us again this good while. 

Rab. An uncivil Perſon, - firſk to · intrude into our 
company; and then to hinder our Diſcourſe, eſpecially 
of ſo pleaſant a Narration: Gad i twas too much 

Pub. Poo muchꝰ Why 'twas the Devil and ally 
and as Gad jidge me, —he's the Sen gn, 
' make him an de 


ep 


Enter Foorman. E 


$ 


"Be 8 Roger Pirilbde an his Wender, and old Mr. | 


Fumble ate come to viſit you. 

Bab. Gads fo !-—Sirrab! wait on m up, and; al 
my Niece down. This is the Man, Chicken, I told 
thee that I intend! for Corde/ia's Huſband ; He's very 


ch, en a god his 3 Roe nd 
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by And by, 1 Warrant ye. 


* 
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Bab. Why, doſt not know him? *Tis old Alderman 


Fumble: He's a little deaf, but ifaith very good Com- 


pany, and will ſo fumble about the Women—— Yau 
ſhall ſee he's a very jolly Felbw, and repartees, and 
talks, and chats at all rates; — but the Devil a Word 
he hears, for he always anſwers quite Contrary ;=— 
He'll make us all laugh ifait h. 

Emil. I've heard he dotes on all the Women he ſees, 


and is as paſſionate and inconſtant at his Age of Seventy 
three, as the briſk Sparks of our Times are at Five and 


Twenty. 
Rafe. He ſays (the Devil take him that believes him) 
nothing fails him but his Eyes, which Defe&t he has 


lately amended by a pair of Venetian Spectacles. 


Bud. Ha, ha; tis a pleaſant old — | 


here they came. 


? . 
th 
£5 — 


Enter Sir Roger, Sneak, Fumble.. 


Sir Reg. Cob] come, Ces, come! along, I ſay, and 
hold up thy Head. -Fie, fie,— be not ſo baſhful 
Child. — Nay, Ces. —what doſt think i“ for- 


ſake thee ? Piſh, ——— not: _ thy 


Eyes, I ff *. 
Enter Oels 


Bab. Hes a little RE ted, that's the wort 
ont But the young Man will ſhow his. Parts 
-Come hither, Niece: Sir 
Reger, Your moſt humble Servant. | 


0 2 Fumble pulls ont Bit weocter, 

OO 4 and looks en Cordelia, 
Sit Bop. wy od MF ine. You fee, Sir, I 
am as good as my T have roaght my Nen 
Cob, here's your ls . book * 
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and go and falute her. I'll ſhew thee the way. Nay, 
Cob, ſtill in thy dumps ?— Look upon me, Man! ill 


do't firſt. 


Sneak. Well, well! i'll follow you, Uncle: I am a 
little baſhful at Preſent, but I ſhall come to't anon. 
Sir Rog. Well ſaid, Madam! 1 am your humble 
Servant  [Kifes ber. 
Sneak. And I likewiſe, Madam ! 
Funb. Tack, Tfack! a pretty well-favour'd Woman 
that there! A good Eye, good Hair, and ifack I think 
ev'ry thing good———ha——Hem. Mr. Peregrine, pri- 


thee who is that there? that Woman there? 


- Bub. Who, ſhe yonder? 
Fumb. Hah! | | 
8 Why, ſhe's a near Friend of mine, Sir. — 


[ Aloud, 


What an ignorant old Fellow tis, not to know my 


Niege? ©. 
| Fymb. A Friend? well I could have heard you, 1 
could have heard you without this Exclamation : What 
ifack, I am not deaf, I could have heard you: But if 
ſhe be a Friend, I hope an old Friend may falute herz 
tis a Civility well paid. By your leave, ſweet Lady. 
[see to his Cordelia, and tiffes Sneak. 
Sneak. What the Devil does this old Fellow — 
Uncle! did you ever fee the like? 2 17 
Sir Rog. Ha, ba, ha, 2 pleslant Miſtake Mich. = 
Fumb. Ha! ifack I think I was miſtaken, was I not 
Gentlemen? was I not? I doubt my falſe Light guided 


me to the wron 7 12 but come, no 

Mattef, 1 e right, 2451 I meant it "right: 

Never the older for a Miſtake ifack ! I meant i Pe. | 
Card. I am glad I miſt it ſor all that. 


Sir Reg. Mr. Naſbley, von are not merry; in 7. 


I fear I have ed hg Ae: ety wy 
Sa 5% 7% YEN 155488 * 3+ bs at: ks 8 4 : , 
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Neal. Not at all Sir; Tis impoſſible your free Hu- 
mour can be troubleſome to any one. 

Sir Reg. You know my old. Way, Sir, jovial and in- 
offenſive. Pray let me commend my Nephew 
to you. Cob, Come hither ;——— He's a little too modeſt, 
Sir; —but elſe I think I may ſay, ——a Youth of 
notable Parts: Come hither, Cab. | 

Ra. I can believe no leſs; Sir, your humble Ser- 
_ vant. 

Sneak. With all my Heart, Sir; and I am your Ser- 
vant in like Manner. 

Cord. Bleſs me! what a Figure of a Huſband nl 
have? 

Sir Rog. You know, Sir, when I was a Batchelor I 
delighted much in merry Songs and Catches—— Ah 
Satory Broome rare po and when a dozen of us 
Royaliſts were met at the Mitre under the Roſe there, 
the Leveller went round, round, ifaith I hold out 
fill, Sir, as well as I can; and though I cannot ſing my 
ſelf, I keep thoſe that can. 

Bub. Ay, and ſo de. I —My Wite's Maid; ſhall fing 
you a Scotch Son Come, ſing it, Be. 


Wag Ang. 


— w.TODO} = OY 
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1 Scorch SONG. 


N ks lap on ” Morne, 
4 along the Fields I paſt to view the Winter Carne, 
I ltaked me bihind, and ſaw. come ore the Knaugh, . 
Ln glenting in an Apron with a bonny brent Brews. 4 


1 


8 
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II. 


* 
= > 
* 1 


. | bid Gud Morrow, Fair Maid, and ſhe right courteauſty; 


Belt lew and fine," kind Sir, ſve ſaid, Gud Day agen to ye. 
1 ſpeard & her, Fair Maid, pus I, how far intend you' now? 
0. ſor, 1 mean 4 Mile or tra to r _ — 


89 %s 
222 8 III. 


Fair Maid, Ime weed contented to za fle Company 3; | 
For I am gang ing out the Gate that you intend to: be. 
When we had walk'd a Mile or teoa, 1 ſaidto ber, my Dew, 


* Int lift your Apron, fine kiſs your bonny Brow? if 
IV. 3 
Nay, Gud Sir, you are far miſlian, for I am nean 0 theſe, 


I hope you ha more breeding than to lift ao 
For Poe a better choſen than any ſhe as you, 


| pag on 25 and tory ney Bros, | 


Vs 


Nay, gif you are — 1 agen more t fag = 


Rather than be ae, Iwill give ere the Play: - 
And I will chooſe yen o my own that ſpall not on me 9, 
Will boldly let me lift ber Apron, kiſs ber bonny Brow. 


* wy 
. £ " 
4 x 
„ I. * 


Sin J . you are mew beartes, and | hath to be ſaid Nays 


lou need not tall ha ſtarted for aught that 1 did ſay: 

You know Wemun for Mode/ty no at the firſt time Boos 

Bat gif we _ your Car we are 4s kind as . 
5 Dub. 
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Bab. How dee like it? 
Sir Rog. Oh! I have hundred ſuch as this, Sir. 
Fam. & prong iſack, a very * 
ter. 
Rab. I doubt, Sir, you heard it gt. | 
Fumb. Aye, is it not, Mr. fig is it not? Ifact 
Ike it well. 
Ra. With all my Heart, Sir. 
Fumb. Right ifack, it was ſung well indeed. 
Om. Ha, ha, ha! 
Bab. Well ſaid, Grandſire Fumb/e.= Come, Sit 
Roger, now let's in, and toſs —— about. 
Sir Rog. cee e lead in your Mi- ] 
Rireſs,— [Exeust. 


1 | 7 LO OL 


Rah. So | thus far all is well. But what's next to 
be done? amm 
Miſchief. 

Emil. To prevent em we muſt counterfeit a falling 
out by railing at you to my Huſband. Ill ſoon confirm 
it in his Opinion ; but be ſure you are melancholy e- 
nough ; and by this Means their Deſigns are truftrated, | 
and we ſtill ſafe in our Intrigue. 
Rab. Excellent And i'll warrant you, Sweet, Pll 
play my Part well. 
Emil. The better will be the Succeſs: but let's go in 
for fear we are ſeen. 
Raſp. Thus whilt we're equally involv'd in thought, 
That fide fares bell re the wiſeſt Plot— 
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Enter Ranger and Maria. 


NN was any Intrigue carried with ſo _— 


confidence; every word they ſpoke retain 


2 double meaning ; but ſo evident, that any Animal, — 


1 dull Huſband, could not fail to underſtand it: for 
they were ſo far from hiding their Amour, that they 
openly. confeſt all; only ſpeaking in a third Perſon for a 
lender Security. He ſtood and heard it, and often 


would laugh heartily to hear himſelf notoriouſly. g- 


| buſed- 
Mar. An inſipid Fool! Oh that I had been there to 


have chang'd the Scene a little! But Sir, cou'd you be. 
idle on ſuch an Occafion: Why did not you play your 
Part cuuningly, and diſcover * em F 

Rang. Faith I did what I could: But thecumiogDael 


your Siſter, ſtill as I was ſpeaking ſomething towards the 


Diſcovery, would interrupt me, and in a Minute daſh 
all my Hopes by turning what was faid into Raillery. 


Mar. Is ſhe fo pelitick ? tis very well: I once imagin'd * 


could beſt deſign, and thought my Talent of Wit equal 
with any. But are they ſo intimate, ſay ye, Sir? 

Rang. As Man and Wife. 

Mar. Impudent Fellow! dares he inſult over my Love ? 
Baffle my Paſſion with a fly Pretence? I am not fair 
enough ; but he ſhall find my * enough to 
rune his Deſign, Fool as I am. 
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F | Rang. Now the Devil in her is working hard "Ry me; 
C || we ſhall have it anon. Aid. 
. Mar. Fool'd by a Brother's Wife! A Creature that 
1 the Law makes kin to me! No, "twas tamely thought, 
and I as tamely now ſhould ſuffer Wrongs had I a Daſtard 
Spirit. But in me Nature has ſhown her Maſter- piece, 
and to a Maſculine Perſon Providence has beſtowed an 
active Soul, ſo ſenſible of Wrongs, that to forgive would 
argue me as baſe as is their Treachery. 

Rang. Now ſhe thunders; the Devil has been priming 
her all this while, and now ſhe ſcatters like a Hand- 
Granado. | LAld. 

Mar. My Love refus'd ! Tis Death to the dull Fool; 
Death, double Death; Damnation too tis likely. 
But why did I name it Love? there's no ſuch Word; 
for with this Breath I baniſh it for ever, and in my 
Breaſt receive obſcure revenge, my Heart's delightful 
Darling! Oh the Pleafure in that lender Word, Re- 
vernge——T'll plague the. Fool her Huſband with a Story 


ſhall make his Gall fly upwards. 
Rang. Plague him with Doubts, and make his Jealou. 


Ke break into violent fits of Rage and Paſſion : Pl! farther 
all, Madam ; by Heav'n I will not fail you. 27. 
Mar. Enough ; nn ſoon turn the 
Current. 
Rang. well catch em in his Ladgiag : 
Mar. Entrap em there, and bring him in to ſee it, 
Kang. Night: What elſe ? Well dame em. — 
Mar. Slight em ; 18611 
Nang. Laugh at em 
Mar. Vex em 
Rang. Ruine em 
Mar. Dam em. | | | 
Rang. Hey! By Heaven — and "now I | 
ſee the Senſe of Wrongs can arm a female Sper, and 
make — pe; 16 thy JP | 
.. Mar 
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Mar. I'll inſtantly go to her, and firſt charge her with 


the Fact, then upbraid her: For I am reſolved never to 
let her — till ſhe deſerts his Paſſion. — | 


And whilſt ſhe ſuffers that baſe Wretch to woo 1 
I'll plot, and counterplot, but I'll undo her. [ Exit. 
gs 


Rang. T am glad I met with her; for of all the Perſons 
I am acquainted with, ſhe only has enough of the Devil 
to follow ſuch a Buſineſs cloſely : For ſhe'll never reſt 
till ſhe has betray'd 'em, which ſtill will further my Re- 
venge; and I am reſolv'd to enjoy her Sitter if it be but 


only for the dear Pleaſure of boaſting it hereafter. Il ſtrait 


to Bubble, and once more infe&t him with my Poiſon : 
Maria is my Pilot, and her being thus lichtes by Rafbley, 


will ſtill auzment her deſire of ade 'tis natural to 


the Sex: 


For baulk a Woman once, and 7578 rebate, 
Not all the Devils ſhall reclaim her Hate. Ex. 


* : . | - # © 
1 8 K $ F * 
o . : by *. 
* 0 . « * 
= . E E 45 14 | a 1 *. 
N 8 II : | hs 
a 7 ; * x 


Enter Raſiley, Emilia. 


Emil. H Anage it but WP you need not dhe 


the Conſequence: I have already poſſeſt my 


Huſband with a Belief of our Variance, and I know he's 
coming up with an Intent to recbneile us. IPI not de 


ſeen 3 the reſt is your Part, carry it but handſomely; and 


* Plots are fruitleſs. Maria has ſent alſo to ſpeak 
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with him; I gueſs the Bus'neſs, and I am according 
provided But remember you are not tardy. 

Refs. Never doubt me, Madam; Iam more a Loy- 
er than to be idle in a Bus'neſs that ſo nearly concerns 
us Beſides, tis ſo well contriv'd, and ſo eaſie to be fol. 
low'd, that to fail now would demonſtrate me as de- 
feftive in Sence as your Huſband is. But what Bufinef 
can your Siſter have with you? The Devil and ſhe have 
been plotting together about this Intrigue. _ 

Emil. Let 'em plot: I am fo much her Siſter, that 
my Part ſhall never be wanting to furniſh the Comedy. 
I'll go to her ſtrait: In the mean Time be you ſure 
to play your Part with him Hark! I hear him 
coming. [ Noiſe roithin. Exit. 

Rab. Well! I never thought a Woman till now ſo 
neceſſary a Creature: Intrigues are their Maſter-piecez, 
and as readily they undertake 'em as a Country-Lawyer 
a bad Cauſe from a half-witted Client: *twould be ex- 
cellent ſport to hear the two Shee-Wolves bark one at 
another: But fince I cannot be there, I'll divert my {elf 
with entertaining the Fool her Huſband lere 
he comes ! Now to oy ſtudied Tele. a 


* uter Bubble. 


Bub. Why how now, Tom? What all-a-mort? In 
Verity this is Foppery, as Sir Roger ſays. Come, cheer 
up, cheer up, Man, and hold up thy Head ; in Troth 
thou makeſt me fad to ſee thee look fo like fo 
like a —— Gammon of Bacon. There I was ſharp 
upon him: Ha! ha! a good Jeſt ifaith.. _ 

Raſop. Dam him, what a Simile the Fool has found 
out! [Af4e.] Sir, it lies not in any Man's Power to ba. 
niſh ſerious Thoughts at all times: Beſides, I have 
_ ſome Cauſe for my preſent Melancholy. 


Bub. 


as much as to ſay, a Whale. 
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BA. The Cauſe Come, come, Tm. I know 
the Cauſe, ha, ha,—You thought I warrant to have 
carried Matters ſo privately but if I once go about ſuch a 


Buſineſs, there's ne'er a Man in Chriſtendom (though I 


ſay it) can find out a Cauſe ſooner than I. 


Raſh. You may" be miſtakes is mine, Sir, for all 
that. 


Bub. Miſtaken ? ha, ha J ſee; Tom, thou 
knoweltin6t wha tis to be ingenious: I tell thee once 
more, I know the Cauſe, the very Cauſe; I, and more 
than that, the Cauſe of that Cauſe ;}—QÞ—__—sSbud there's 
ne'er an ey in the Inns of Court knows more Cau- 


Rab. 1 doubt. not bat in the End you ll be braughe 


to confeſs your ſelf too poſitive in this Particular: But 
fince you have ſuch an Excellent Faculty, and imagine 
your ſelf fo well fcill'd in finding out Secrets, ———= 
what 18't? what is't? 

Bab. What ist? Why, ha, ha, ha !——My Wi 


I mumpt you now ifaith ? 

Raf. I muſt confeſs you are in the Right, Sir. 

Bub. O muſt you ſo, Sir? What a Pox I warrant you 
thought we Huſbands had no Wit but what our Wives 
lend us; but, I would have you to know, Tom, that I 


am a Leviathan at theſe Matters: To be Plain, that is 


Raſb. I am ſufficiently convinced of your excellent 


Judgment, Sir; and as I have confeſt to you freely the 
Cauſe of my "Sadneſs, to be your Wives ill Uſage of me, 


ſo I am continually tortur'd to gueſs the Reaſon : : For 
I am confident, Sir, you know 1 always honour'd her, 
and loy'd her. 

Bub. Faith! ſo thou didſt! I'll ſay that for | thee ; 


and by the Lord Harry ſhe ſhall love and honour thee 


too, or I'll be very ſharp upon her; I'll pinch ker ſevere- 


My Wife, Tom, and you're faln out, ha, ha, ha have 
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Iy faith, for all ſhe's ' my. Chicken: nay, if ſhe'll be Rill 
refractory, rather than fail thou-ſhalt pinch her too, Tam. 
I am not hke your furly-burly waſpiſh croſs-grain'd Fel. 


lows, that fall out and fight about their Wives: Sbud 


PII give my Friend leave at any Time to chaſtiſe my 
Wife if-ſhe don't behave her ſelf civilly. 


Raſh. You ever load me with your kind Expreſſions, 
Dear Friend 


1 Dear wan Faich thou'rt an FP? i. 


[ Embrace. 

Rafp. This ever is che Fate 4 Cuckolds.- — 
| [ Afrae. 

Bus. Never Joabe; ; Py bring you WEN. agen 


with a Vengeance: nay, 1 can tell you the Reaſon of her 
. too, if I thought it were convenient. 


N. Convenient ! Why, Sir, "tis the only thing that 


condures to my Contentment ; for I have long ſtudied 


in Vain, and could never yet ſo much as gueſs at it: 
Let me beg it of you, Sir; come, Im ſure you cannot 
Jar; 7 10 near a F riend. : 

Bub. Ifaith I cannot, —— that's the Truth on't, and 
thou ſhalt have it. — Why, you muſt know, Tom, one 
Night (when I was examining her about you) ſhe tod 
me very ſeriouſly that the Cauſe of her Anger was, that 
you promis'd to give her a Squirril that Night, and never 
Kept your Word ; and ſhe loves Squirrils paſſionately. 

Rab. Tis true, I confeſs I did promiſe her. 


but as the Devil would have it, I was diſappointed utter- 


1y of my Squirril that Night my ſelf; for 1 got very | 


drunk, and from thence ſprung this fatal Conſe- 


"quence. 
Bub. Pugh !=—no Matter ; I'll warrant thee I'll bring 


all about agen. 


Rab. Oh tis impoſſible; ;——Þm ſure ſhe'l] ne'er be 


N tot. 
2⁴ 


Si R. 


Bub. Not brought to't? Ves, ,I'll lay my Commands 
upon her, and I'll have you know ſhe ſhall be brought tot: 


Tl lay a Wager I'll reconcile you both before N 


Rab. Done: Any Wager. 
Bub. What ſhall it be? 

Na. Why, five Guinneas to be ſpent in, Trat of 
Ven'ſon and Champaine. 

Bub. Agreed ifaith; and we'll drink and fing Tory- 
Rory. Not mconcile you ! You ſhall be all one before 
to Morrow-morning, I have a Spell for that; Pl 
do't, .I ſay 3 come along, Boy 


a. A petty Friend for pimping we applaud : 
But of all Men a Huſband's the beſt Bawd,— 


[Exit. 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Sir Roger, Cordelia, Sneak. 


Peregrine truly deſerve the Favour I in- 
tend you by this Alliance: You are a handſome Woman, 


and in Verity were I a young Man, none ſhou'd be more 
forward than I for a Place in your Affection. I like your 
Air well; and upon my Faith you have the right way ont, 

 Ah!—— Madam, I once ſaw the Days when-ſuch an Rye 
as yours 
Nephew now I make Addreſſes; 
Madam; is Face is none of the worſt, nor his Per- 
* I. think a Wy: SW un Brief, Madam, I 


Well, I ſay no more ont. tis for my 
you ſee what he is, 


B 5 [1 1 Fe 
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Adam, you as being the Niece to Mir - 
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preſent him to you, nor ſhall he want an Eſtate to make 
im worthy. 

Cord. "Tis well he nam'd an Eſtate to candy over his 
bitter Pill, my ſqueamiſh Stomach would elſe have hardly 
digeſted it. Lord ! how he looks ? 
Sir Rog. Cob, go; ——prithee go and make your Ad- 

dreſs to the Lady. He's newly come from the College, 
Madam, and is as the reſt of em are, a little baſhful 
at firſt ; but by that Time Was ſeen a Play or two 

Cord. Methinks this Silence becomes him very well, 
Sir: A Student ſhould always be contemplative ; *tis a 
great fign of Learning. 

Sir Rog. Tis a Sign he thinks the more: But, Madam, 
Ladies of this Age are not to be wone with imaginary 
Courtſhip, tis the practick Part they love; and he that 
can ſing well, dance well, talk well, rhime modiſhly, 
ſwear decently, and lye conſoundedly.— is certainly the 
happy Man, whilſt others paſs unregarded.—— 

Cord. I ſee, Sir, you are well ſkill'd in Modiſh Ad. 


dreſs; but give me leave to tell ye, perhaps few other 
Ladies are of my Humour I love Words conſiderately 


ſpoken. — 
Sir Rog. And F too, Faith, Madam. Ces, Dee hear 


that, Cob? 

Sneak. Ay, ay ! "tis a fine Woman, by Fericho, and 
now I begin to be a little in Heart: I ſhall put 1 wel 
enough anon, Unele. — | 

Sir Rog. Well faid! Why now I love thee: And, 
Madam, as to his Interiour Vertues, I dare ſpeak for em: 
his Wit is hereditary ; Ah! his Father, old Sir Jeremy 
| Sneak, had a notable Head-piece, and troth Cob comes 
very near him; you'll find it, Madam, when he talks with 

ou. 

s Cord. Your Character of him, Sir, gives me the Sa- 
tie faction 1 ſhould receive in his Diſcourſe: I imagine 
him to be one of thoſe that hoard up Wit for Plates 
4 =” 


pleaſe; I am your Slave, —— your Vaſſal, 
Pigg, Madam: But as for Wit, as my Nuncle ſays, 
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great Year, and are very ſhie of uſing their Talent fo® 
fear of diminiſhing the Value in making it too com- 


mon. | 
Sir Rog. In Verity, Madam » I always held him 
ſo.— Cob J. ER 

Sneak. Ay, Madam, you may ſay of me what you 
your 


I think I may compare with another, take the Court- 
Cabal away. 'Tis a Bleſſing thrown upon me: 
Beſides, mine is none of your Wheadling Wits, that 
cheat for a Livelihood: I am no Paraſite, Madam: 
I am a Scholar, I! 

Sir Rog. In Troth he's in the Right Did not : 
tell you, Madam, he would ſpeak notably? ——Ah,. 
'tis a Wag. 


Cord. His Diſputes in the College have added extream-- 
ly to his Rhetorick : he ſpeaks. with good Emphaſis, and: 
gives a delightful Period to every Jelt, of which I fee 


he has many. But IL would fain have the Gentleman 
ſpeak himſelf, a little Talk I am ſure would become 

Sir Rog. He ſhall do't Madam. Cob, now's 
your time ;———ſhe's wrought finely. Madam. 
Pll take my Leave for a Minute ;———1 know his 
Temper, Madam, he'll ſpeak the better for my 


_ Abſence. — þ [ Exit. 


Cord. Pray, Sir, what Univerſity was bleſt with your 


- Preſence ? 


Sneak. Cambridge, Madam. — 


x 


Cord. Will bee be angry if I aſk you-ong Qettion | 
" more? | 
Sneak. O. Lord, angry, Madam you do not w 10 
me. Angry! You miſtake me clearly: We of the round 
Cap are not giv'n to it; 'tis your Graduates are the 


e Ker. 
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© Cord. Pray what have you learnt at Cambridge? 

Sneak. Learnt ! What a Plaguy Queſtion's that 
where's my Uncle now ? —— Learnt, Madam 

Cord. Yes Sir, Learnt ! 

Sneak. Why, Madam, I learnt nothing. 

Cord. Nothing, Sir! 

Sneak, No, but to wear a daggled Gown, as 
the reſt do, and eat dry Chops of rotten Mutton: We 
Fellow-Commoners don't go thither to learn * 
dam, we go for Diverſion, we. 

Cord. | a you had gone to learn the Sen 

Sxeek, Right, 13 =_ but not Genen: 
Your green half-wit ted Pupils, I confeſs, come thither 
for ſome ſuch Buſineſs; that is, Madam, your Priggs 
that would be Parſons. But the Sciences of your Perſons 
of Quality z—<D_90Pl give you a Deſcription; 
Hum Tis to wench immoderately; To be 
drunk hourly ;——_  - To wear their Cloaths ſloven- 
ly Ao abuſe the Proctor damnably ;— And ſo 
be expell d the College triumphantly:—— There are 
fev'n, But I contented my ſelf with theſe. . 
Cord. This is ever found; Your ſlie Fool is in 
_his Nature more N than the greateſt Profeſſors 
of Debauchery 1 muſt ſhift him off. 


Enter Fumble. 


Furmb. Oh! — here ſhe is; and——and ifack II put 
up to her no I have found her. How doſt thou do, 
Girl? Hah ! how doſt thou do? give me thy Hand. 
Ah, little Rogue! Well, I have been with my 
Goldſmith about the Ring I promis d thee! Thou ſhalt 
have it, Bird, thou ſhalt have it j——How now who is 


that there 


Sneak. 


. 


4 knows a Hawk from a Handſaw, as the Saying * 
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Spal. O the Devil Now will the old doting Fel- 
low diſturb us before I have told her half my Mind. 
Who am I, Sir? Why, Sir, I am one that cares as 
—— 

Fumb. Thank you heartily Sir, ifack EY am very 
well; only cold Weather, cold Weather. Tis Sir 
Roger's Nephew! A pretty Fellow, a very pretty 
Fellow. 

Sneak. Very well, Sir; wou'd you were very ſick, Sir. 
Ounds, I muſt beat this Fellow. 

Cord. Here's like to be rare Sport. 

Sneak. Pray, old Philoſopher, depart 1 in Silence for 
fear of further Damage, this Lady and I have Bus'nefs. 

Fumb. Ifack, and ſo ſhe is, Sir, very pretty, "bona" fide. 
Ah that black o' th' top there! Well, Pl ſay no more. 
But, ifack, black Hair, black Eyes, and a Black—— 


(Gad forgive me, what was I going to ſay) ——Patch or 
two further Generation, more than Tiſſues and 3 f 


deries. 
Sneak. Generation? O Lord! | was ever ſuch an Tm- 


pudence? An old doting impotent Fellow, one that was 


rotten in his Minority, and now has loſt three of his five 


Sences, to talk of Generation! I am impatient: Will 


you be gone, Sir? Sud I will fo ſwinge you elſe. 
Cord. Hold, Sir, and pray forbear this Rudeneſs; I 
like his Company very well. 
Sneak. How ) like him? Why he has nothing; Madam: 
A Lady can like no Hearing, no Smelling, no 'Taſtttig, 
no Teeth, no Strength, 'no——nothing-I ſay that a 


Man ſhould have ? Befides, he's above ſourſcore; and 
by being a Stallion in his Vouth, has acquird to be a 
Baboon in his Age, 3 - - bad like him, 
quoth a? 41 


Fumb. What the the Wag 5 Hab! What does he 
ſay? He's a pretty ſpruce Fellow, Madam, and iſack 


But 
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But here are thoſe not far off that ifack know as much as 
he, if that were all; what think'ſt thou, Bird? do they 
not? do they not, Rogue? Well, ſtill I ſay that Hair of 
thine. Ah, Raſcal! 

Cord. I am glad it pleaſes you, Sir. 

Sneak. But, Madam, when ſhall I begin? 'Sbud me- 
thinks we loſe Time. 

Cord. Begin! what, Sir? 

Seat. Why, my Courtſhip. Pox o' this old chattering 


| Fellow; if he had not come, I had been out of my Pain 


defore now Hark ye, Reverend Sir, Bud! whatd'ee 


do prating here? Why don't you go, and chat to your 


Grand daughter at home, if you love Women ſo 
Well ?—— 
Fumb. Hah ! what does the Wag ay, Ma- 


_ dam? 


Cord. He ſays, Sir, he's extreamly in tore with your 
Grand daughter. _ | 
Fumb. My Grand- daughter? and ifac ſhe 


_ deſerves it, Madam: She's a Juicy, ſprightly Girl; ſhe'll 
make a Pottle of Water of a Pint of Ale; a Chip o' the 


old Block, bona fide, and ſhall turn her Back to ne'er a 
one in Chriſtendom of her Inches, I'll ſay that for her. 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. Sir, there's one Mrs. Snare below deſires to ſpeak 


with you. 


Sneak. Snares! Oh Lord, What ſhall I do? how 
the Devil came ſhe to know I was here? Hark, pre- 


thee, Sweet-heart, tell her Lam gone: Oh! I would not 


_ ſee her for the World. 


Betty. Sir, ſhe ſays ſhe dogg'd you hither, and ſwears 


and rants yonder ſtrangely. 


Surat. Oh damn'd Quean! what ſhall I do? 
_ Betty. And vows if you come not inſtantly, ſhe'll. go 
into 


* 
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into the Parlor to Sir Roger, and diſcover ſomething to 
him, I know not what ; but I ſaw ſhe was a Big-bellied 
Woman, and I was loath to diſcourage her. [ Ex. Betty. 
Sneak. Well, well... tell her Il come; why how 
the Devil cou'd ſhe get from Cambriage already? | 
Cord. What's the Matter, Sir? Not well? 
ol Sneak. Yes, 1 thank you, Madam, very well, only 
thinking of a little Buſineſs I have; I muſt about it pre- 
ſently : Madam, your Servant, i'll wait on you ſome o- 
4 ther time. I muſt go and pacific this Quean ; This comes 
= of learning the Sciences with a Px. [Exit Sneak. 
A Cord. Come, Sir, ſhall we go in? 
A Fumb. Ifack—— and fo he is, Madam, but the Fel- 
low has ſome pretty Parts, and will grow better in time: 
But come, let's go in and ſee Sir Roger. 

Cord. "Twas that I aſkt you. 

Fumb. Hah! doſt 3 fayſt thou, ifack ? T am glad 
on't. Shall we not have a Word or two in private, my 
little Queen of Fairies? We muſt, I ſay, we muſt. 
Ah Rogue [Il warrant thou art a Swinger: 
But come, let's go 2 


82 2 
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SCENE Iv. 
| Emilia's Bed-Chamber. 
Enter Maria and Emilia ſeverally.. 


Bil." OW for my Talent of Woman ! I ſee by her 
Looks I ſhall have occaſion for is. 

Mar Siſter! 5 | 

E mil. Siſter! 
Mar. The natural love I bear you, and my Defire to 


prevent 
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prevent your 8 n me hither to 
Counſel. 


ive 
. Emil. The Senſe I have of your ill Nature, and my 
Knowledge of the little Good it will do you, has gt 
me hither to give you Advice. 
Mar. Your Reputation is loudly branded by all Ws 
and I only as a Siſter have Power to ſpeak indifferenily 
of your Life, in hopes of your Reformation. 

Emil. Your Malice and unexampled Envy is ny 
hated by all People; I only as a Siſter retaining ſo much 
Pity as to deſire its utter Diſſolution. | 

Mar. Why do you echo me ? 62 

Emil. Why do you Queſtion me? What have done 
deſerves it? 

Mar. Done ! Recollect your Thoughts, and then con- 

ſeſs ; for my Part, Shame ties up my Tongue, I dare not 

ſpeak it. 

Eil. Dare not! Nay, that I am ſure is falſe, you 
dare ſpeak any thing: Come, panes don't fright me, 

what ist you mean? 

Mar. Excellent Cunning; he hes Greg me. wel Mii 
Why would you ſeem ignorant? I confeſs to a Stranger 
you might be cautious of a nice Confeſſion: But this 
Artifice to your Siſter, fie, Emilia. 

Emil. Now I'll lay my Life your Deſign is to whea- - 
dle ſomething out of me to make your ſelf merry withall. 

Mar. Rare ſtill No, Madam, this is no ſuch 
merry Matter; the OE of a NF is not ſo to be 
jeſted with. Z 

Emil. Infamy ! Nay, then I ſee tis time to be ſeri - 
ous: Come expreſs it; I ſuppoſe tis the Invention of 
your Enyy, ſome new Stratagem to affront me with; 
'T am no Stranger to your Temper, 

Mar. This is an Impudence beyond a Profitute, : Do 
I not know you are falſe? | 


7 Exil. Falſe! how? 


Mar. 


to me, and every Dream I'Il trace with ſo much Care, 


The Plorrixe SrsrEns. 414 

Mar. Falſe to your Huſband; falſe with Rofoley: 
I need not tell you how, you beſt know that. 

Emil. | know you love him, and am ſenſible of the 
Intrigues and Aſſignations which you have had, which 
makes your Meaning viſible. But methinks this is 2 
ſtrange a Deſign. 

Mar. Deſign! What it the means ? I hope 700 em 


tax me with no fuch Crime with him. 


Emil. Not I; "tis not my Buſineſs; I have only Li- 
berty to gueſs: yet indeed your often private Meetings 


were a little ſuſpicious, and I ſuppoſe your late Raillery 


was only a Deſign; but you might have took a better 
Way with your Siſter: Il am not ſo talkative. - 
Mar. Exquiſite Devil Death I am incens d be- 


vond all bounds of Reaſon: T private with him! * 1. 


trigue with me! Fury ! thou know'ſt 

Emil" I do: — and to exaſperate thy Rage, willnow 
confeſs all. I do love Rafbley more than 1 love Fame: 
nay, more than you could do, could you die for him. — 
But why ſhould that offend you? _ 

Mar. Oh Confuſion! I am all Ger Fire: Dare you 
be ſuch a Devil? dare you love him? 

Emil. Yes; and to vex you more, dare make you of 

my Counſel. | 

Mar. Can I endure this? Oh for a Look now of a 
Bafilil, that I might kill.thee. 

Emil. Thou art worſe — 

Mar. Expect to find me ſo; for if there be a Strata · 
gem of Malice in all Hell, I'll have it thence : Ah, TI 
be a tender Siſter to thee. 

Emil. As ever Woman yet was bleſt withal. 

Mar. Not all the Infernals clad in the ſecret darkeſt 
Robes of Malice, did ever watch a Soul they meant to 
ruine, as I will thee : Thy very Sleeps ſhall be diſcover d 


14 


that 


- 
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that if thou ſcapeſt thou art the wiſer Siſter, and I a poor 
unthinking Creature good for nothing. 

Emil. I flight thy Threats, and dare thee to perſe- 
vere : Manage thy Hate with ſuch Dexterity, the World 
may wonder at thee, and confeſs thou hadſt the practick 
Part of Policy: Deſign thy Plots fo ſubt ly, that the De- 
vil ſhould own himſelf out- done in his own Myſtery ; 
yet in the Arms of him I love, . aie 
out-do 'em. | 

Mar. Thy Wit! thy Wit compare with mine, inſi- 
* Fool? 

Email. Yes; and my proſprous Fate ſhall mount me 
far above thy ſhallow Stratagems. 

Mar. I'll pull thee down from that . Height, 
and trample thee in Aſhes.————— 

Eil. Do. | 

Mar. Expect it. 

Emil. And from that low Recefs i'l forge a Plot ſhall 


ms ide Dod is thy hey home: | 
Mar. And if I fail thee may I'fink and dam. (Ex. 


— 32 — , 1 * _ 
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| . 
| Enter Sneak and Mrs. Srare. 
| Sneak. Ay! prethee Pegg, have Patience. 


Snare. Tell not me of Patience, for my 
Part I can flay no longer; you ſee my Condition; if | 
4 you will confider, ſo; if not, AY know = 


8 


ORE 


thou be civil? wilt thou take Twenty Pounds? Pox, 


rn I am undone. -- 


e juſt coming. 


handſomly. 
therefore I'll help you: This Door opens to my Lady's 


PA 
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the Abuſe of ſo innocent a Perſon as I was, deſerves ' 
better Satisfaction. 

Sneak: Innocent !——'Sbud, ſhe was a Strumpet to 
the whole College before I knew her: Innocent, with a 
por! 

Snare. Sir, do not grumble, nor ſay your Devils 
Pater Nofter to me, but give me Money ! Fifty Pounds 
I demand, which I think is reaſonable my conſider- 
ing the Charge of my Journey. 

| Sneak. You might have ſtaid till I come baok agen, I 
was not running away. 

Snare. But I was, Sir, and fo might you for any 
Thing I know : Come, come, Sir, I am to be baffled no 
more; I am grown older now, make me thankful. 

Sneak. Ay, in Impudence, by Fericho: She has been 
ſnapt it ſeems formerly —— but has now learnt Cunning. 
Ah, plague o' theſe Sciences, I ſay ftill!——Come, wilt 


uſe a little Conſcience in thy Dealings : thou wilt thrive 
the better for't. 

Snare. I'll abate nn g i Don't tell me of 
Conſcienee. 

Sneek. Sbud, wou'd he were 1th* Sea, and a Mill- 
Stone about her Neck: I muſt give it; for if _ N 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. O Sir, what ſhall we do? Sir Roger and my Ma. 
Sneak. Oh unhappy Miaute! if he ſees me I am loſt 
for ever: No Hole nor Corner to hide us in, my little 
Rogue? Sbud here's a Guinea for thee do but contrive 
Betty. Well, Sir I ſee you are a Gentleman; 


Chamber ; 
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Chamber; chere you may hide your ſelves and 
at Night when it begins to grow dark, il come and let 


our. 
1 With all my Heart! Oh, I've an Aged on 


Enter Ranger and Emilia. 


Rang. Are you ſtill reſolv'd? 

Emil. Aſſure your ſelf I am and ſhall be ever. 

Rang. Give me but Hopes, and i'll forget all Injuries, 
and aſk your Parcon. 

Emil. Fie, this from a'Man of Wit, one that can plot 
lo well? tis impoſſible: what would you have me 
"do? 
pt, 5 Deſert young Raſoley + Come, 1 beg thee 

£ 

' Emil. Not for the World! Oh Heay'n! deſert him! 
'T love him, Sir. 

Rang. Go on then, Devil, and if I don't plague 
thee! 


Enter Bubble, Sir Roger, Raſtey, Fumble. 
Bus. Now for the Veniſon, Tom ! you'll ſtand to 


your Bargain ? 
Rat. Firmly, Sir, win it, and tis yours... 
Ha!l— what.a Devil makes Ranger here? 


Sir Rog. Madam, I hope you'll excuſe my laſt abrupt 
Departure: My Nature, Madam, is merry, and in Ve- 
rity careleſs ſometimes. I have not ſince I came to 
England” atchiev'd the polite Method of , Courtſhip 
and Addreſs; but if blunt Actions, kind Behaviour, and 
merry Songs can do it, I think I have ſhown an Exam- 
Nie, have 1 not, on Signior! 


Jun. 
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Fumb. Ifac, Sir, and tis right, let who will ſay the 


contrary z what he does ſay now, nn may 


believe him. 
Emil. Any thing, Sir, rather than put you to the 


Trouble of an Apology. Emil. /rowns on Raſhley. 


| Raſp. What think you now, Sir? Do you obſerve her 
angry Look? do but ſee what an Eye of Indignation ſhe 
caſts upon me 

Bub. Ay, ay, I'll put out her Eye of Indigna- 
tion preſently; I'll fetch her down with her 
Looks in a Moment; I'll make her look as I'd have ber, 
or Il put her Head into a Pudding- Bag. 

Rang. Sdeath, how ſhe looks ! here 's another Plot a 
hatching. 


Bub. Wife ! I have brought honeſt Tom —_ to 5 | 


reconcil'd to thee; and to take away all Manner of Di- 
taſtes, he ſays he will give thee » Squire * any time, 
woult thou not, Tom ? . 

Rab. Sir, ur et be if he pleaſe 
to pardon me. 


Bub. Why, look ye now; — —he's | as honeſt * 


Fellow as lives, III ſay that for him. 
Emil. Sir, the Affront he offer d me was ſo 5 
to my Nature, and his Behaviour ſo oppoſite to his Duty 
and Character, that to forgive him, wou'd argue my 


Spirit as mean as by his late Deportment ons might gueſs 
his Breeding, 
| an 9 


| Bub. What! dare you bes 
do it, or by the Lord Harry I TRY e N upon 


you, that's in ſhort. ; ir. 
© Rang. Now all ye. Fiends that dee beneath the 

Center, 

And hourly ſtudy deeds ſubtil and hoid, EN 

To ſooth and ſnare the Souls ye mean to damn, 

In Favour of your Commonwealth appear, 


And to be ſtill more deviliſh, copy her. 


LI 
1 2 
* * 


* 


Bus. 
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Bus. Still Refractory ? Then thus, I break the Trace, 

and ſally out with my*full Power. : 
Rang. Sir, do you not ſee her Artifiee ? This is no- 


thing what ſhe intends ; tis all feign'd, and you are a 
buſed, by Heav'n. Sir, there's nothing of this real. 
Bub. Ah! wou'd it were not. But Ned, thou can't 
talk well, prithee go and try if thou can'ſt reconcile 'em ; 
Faith I'll do as much for thee; prithee try. 
Rang. Inſufferable Ignorance ! No Brains! No Senſe 
of feeling! Sir, this is all Diſſimulation, and to carry on 
their Deſign of abuſing you. 


Bub. Why, Peace, I ſay, not a Word of this; ſbud 


I ſhall loſe my Veniſon by this Fool's prating, if I let him 
alone a little longer. Wife, I command you once more, 
and inſtantly obey upon this Summons, or I'll turn you 
away like a Vagabond for contempt of my Government. 
Sir Roger / try you to perſwade her; "bud this Ned here. 
had lik d to have (poil'd all; but what ſays Sceggen? 

Emil. "Tis hard to force loſt Friendſhip to the Blood, 
when once tis baniſh'd. 


Rang. Had the been bel. Witch he bal ol. half her | 


Character. 
Sir R Come, Madam! "REL DF ae RE: tis ne- 


ceſſary your Huſband ſhould be obeyed. Mr. Raf, 


I am ſorry to ſee you ſo deſerted by the SOL TEINS 
to be moſt in Favour withal. 


Rab. Not I: but you weigh my Meri in your own 


Scale, Sir Roger. 

Sir Rog. No faith, T am old now; but aloe hh 
thirty Years ago 1 could have ſaid ſomething; I could 
have fetcht em about with à Horſe-pox ifaith ; I never 
flincht, I was a true Knight-Errant, I. 

Fumb. What is the Meaning of all this ; ifack I cannot 
gueſs the het But mum, 1 muſt not dicover my 
8 4 


F 
2 36 1 - 12 
| Emil. 
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Emil. Well, Sir, rather than be thought diſobedient, 
I will ſubmit ; _ Heav'n knows with what an ill 
will. — 
Bos. Why ſo, now-all's well: And the 'Yeniſor's 
mine,—ha,— ha, ha——-I thought I ſhould have it. 


Faith, em, be civil, and Bs her, tie no Confirmation 
elſe. 


Rang. O dam him; dam him! was ever ſuch a Car. 


comb? 
Raſh. "Tis not above Fieds at ſeven 1 will not fail 
ye, Madam, you have siven me new Life with this 


Favour. „ [Ad. | 


Rang. At ſeven (good!) Thanks to my Ear for that 
Diſcovery. I ſhall go near to pol your Aſſignation. 
[ Afar. 

Bub. Go now, get you in, and begin a Setat Ombre, 


| and I'll come and make one preſently. By the Lord 


Harry, T am glad they are Friends with all my Heart. 
[E x. Sir Reger, Fumble, Raſbley, Emilia ſmiling. 


; Enter Maria. 2. 5 


grew bright with Fire. — 

Bub. Hey day: — 7h why what haſt thou 
to do with Trey? Nes, peter es us * of our own AF 
fairs. 

Mar, And vieh too; * 25 Aae fuſpended 
one Hour will grow nauſeous; the Rabble will thout at 
ye, and point their Finger! and 5 your: CNY 
will N Infamous. FT $1 75 


Enter . at 4 Dior. i 

Bub. My Name; e we * mea? - what 
Name? h "A15 A | 135-3 FE Vie 

- Tet | Mer, 


Rang. So Paris ſtole the Wiſe of ade and Try 


2 . 
S Bp, 24a, 
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Mar. A Cuckold: Can you bear it, Sir? A Cuckold. 


Bub. By the Lord Harry, tis but a ſcurvy Name for 
2 Man of Honour, that's the Truth on't ; but what It 
to me? 

Rang. Nothing, Sing a only you are th 
Man, that's all. 
_ Bud. That's all, quoth a? what a Pox r he 


mean? 


Mar. Dull Man! I bluſh to call ye Brother, that kind 
Name your want: of Senſe has taken from you: Can 
you-ſce the guilty Love twixt Ra/b/ey and your Wife, 
the melting” Touches, and the glancing Eyes, the often 
Preſſings, Sighs, and kind Careſſes, and all the Signs of 


Shame and burning Luft, and yet be patient? Oh the 


eg Dulneſs of a Huſband ! A Huſband. 

Bub. Raſbley and my Wife! Piſh———why, 1 re- 
concibd em but juſt now; ſhe has been angry with him 
this Week for not giving her a Squirril he promis'd 
her. 


Rang. A Squirril ; Hah! a very fine preſent 


that, if you underſtood all. 


Betty. Harry Diſcovery 1' this ſhall. to my Lady 
immediately. [Ex. 

Mar. That Anger was aefign's, you are abus'd ; and 
I chat have 2 Share in all your Tgnominy, have now 
reſolv'd Prevention. O that ever J ould bye to be a 
Witneſs: of this Shame!  * N 
Heav'n knows hot I have lo d der itte her, 


and told her the Duty of a Wife was to obey and be 


conſtant; yet all would not do: therefore I am reſolv d 
to right my ſelf and you in the Diſcovery ; nor ſhall 
our Race in future Times be branded with any put: 


. ous Off- ſpring. 


Kang. I could. not be bdiev'd, I * 
bur if you inen what have ſeen, Sir. 
7, rs 


— 


eee 
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Bab. Seen! Why an . . thou ſeen, 
Ned ? | 


Rang. Faith, — be no Secret lon, therefore I'll 


tell you: I have ſeen her lie in Raſbley's Arms, and kifs 


him; play with his Noſe, and diy his Cheeks, and 
laugh till her whole Frame was ſhook with Titillation; 
I gueſs, Sir, *twas at you, but will not fwear——ſhe'd 
ſing and breath upon him, and with her Hand lock'd 
faſt in his, and Eyes with Rapture gazing on his Face, 
ſhe'd tell him wanton Stories of her Love, and of her 
eaſie Huſband. He, to requite her, would diſplay her 
Charms, and betwixt every Word' imprint a Kiſs to 
prove his amorous Argument. | 
Bub. And you have ſeen this? | 

Rang. More than this, Sir; 1 l (but to tel 


| you is to be calld hn ſuch things, ſuch mon- 


ſtrous things. 

Bub. My Hand begins to ake —all is not well; 
prithee Ned out with em; come, I am thy Friend; 
and *ſbud, if 1 thought Lon + thing were done in | Hug- | 


ger-mugger. 
Mar. What would yon do then? 


Bab. Do?t—— Why, Tud aſk him civilly winches his 
Meaning were good or no. 

Rang. His Meaning Wa 

Bub. Ay :'———you know "tis beſt to begin mildly, 


| that afterwards, if Occaſion be, a Man may cut his Throat 


with greater Aſſurance. 

Mar. Stare on your Infamy with Eagle Aſpect! Be- 
hold' the Evidence of Shame writ in her Eyes and Ac- 
tions! See every Glance, each Touch, each kind Em- 
braze; and when you have ſeen em in the very Fact, 
ſtand coldly unconcer d, and aft the Meaning, Ah! 
Curſe upon all Pulneſs. 


Rang. Le Reſbley ſmile aud point his Fingers * 
C 


ing 
Bed with a glad Lover's Haſte, ſtep in and pull A back 


Fiſt ſhall cruſh him into Mummy. 


Iy, for fear the miſtruſt: 218 1 e® 


50 The Fond HusBanD: Or, 
tell you a Story of a Quan dam Miſtreſs, (which is indeed 
your Wife) how oft he has lain with her, and pleaſanth 
deceived the eaſie Cuckold yet as a Preſident o 
excellent Nature, I cou'd adviſe you ſtill to aſk his Mean 
his Meaning. 

Mar. Watch all his Actions: and when oe kind 
Genius has, to undeceive you, made you 2 Specctator of 
Raſbley, full of Hopes, and all undreft, entring yout| 


and aſk his Mcaning, his Meaning ! 71 
Bab. My Bed! my Bed is my Caftle ; and, by thel 
Lord Harry, he that violates it but with a Le my 


Rang. So! now he begins to take 7 C0 

Bub. He's à Son of a Whore, a Dog, a Bitch, 2 | 
Succubus; and if I find this true, i'll} cut him in Piece! 
meal, tho he were TFT 8 225 a Witch to his 
Mother. "th 

Mar. Ay, this is the Meaning now! Go. on nd 
proſper. - 

Rang. Theſe Words diſplay a reviv'd Senſe of Honou 
nor ſhall you want Encouragement to forward it; and 
ſince I ſee your Eves and Underitanding are open'd, I 
25 your Friend, will give this Secret to you: Twòwas m. 
good Fortune to hear an Aſſignation appointed betweet 
em this Night at ſeven a Clock: I gueſs tis now very 
near the Hour; you have a. Key to the Chamber, g 
thither at the Time appointed, aud then never trul 
your Friend if you find her not the falſeſt of Women. 

e If I do, ill make her the uglieſt in Chriſten 
dom: For I'l] cut off her Noſe, and ſend her to thi 
Devil for a New-years-Gift. 

Mar. Here ſhe comes, we muſt not be ſeen, "twill 
ſpoil all: Talk of going abruad, and * it e 


3 


be Porr Ixd SisrEkS. 11 
indeed Bub. But where ſhall we meet? e Ow 


aſanth Rang. At my Lodging in the Strand, about half am 
ent of Hour 1125 8 85 R 


* , 


Enter - Emilia 


E What, Win my Dear? Come, rome, in- 
Jeed you muſt not be ſo thoughtful: Did you not pro- 
back miſe to come and make one at Ombre. 
1 Bub. Now if 1 might be hang'd, cannot I ſpeak an 
angry Word, no: I wont Play; I am bufie, 1 
nil © going abroed for two or three Hours. are 
ui wel. [Ex. 

„ Emil. Tis ſo; our . to Night is diſcover'd to 
him, I find by his Actions; the infernal. Collegues 
Ranger and Maria, have been poſſeſſing him with lomg 
ſtrange Reſolutions: But ſince *tis but what I expected, 
it gives me the leſs Trouble, and tis ten to one buʒt 1 
have a Counterplot left that ſhall undo their Policies, 
tho' the Devil made one in the Invention. Did you meet 
1 Hamar : - 


we” _—_ | 25 ? 
Enter Raſhley. 5 


| Rap. Ves, but in a ſtrange Humour: He Jook'd 
with ſo dull an Aſpect, and return d my Salute fo 
coldly, and ſo far from his uſual Manner, that I _more 
than half fear——our Intrigue i is diſcover'd. - 

Emil. Without Doubt it is: They have Plaid 
their Parts to diſcover, and now it belongs to us to ſtudy 
to repel. . Come, ſummon your Wits together, and ad- 
viſe what's to be done in fo critical a Conjuncture; you 
had a contriving Genius once. 
Kab. Ay, "tis true, Madam, I had once; but this 
damn Id Champaign has 9 it, that Lead tis = 

Wort 


4 
* 8 
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worth little or nothing: Madam, you know my Talent 


in Plot is infignificant ; but if a Rencounter, or cutting 
Rangers Throat may do the Bus neſs, TIl thruſt my Hand 


as far as any Man. I'll ſpoil his plotting, by . ay 
but the Word. 

Emil. No; fighting will do in any other Bus 'neſs bet⸗ 
ter than this: For inſtead of defending, it blaſts my Re- 
utation. | . 
Raſs. The Devil take me, if I had not like to have 
forgot that too; well, N Madam, that's, 
the Truth on't. 


Enter Betty. 


' Betty. Oh, Madam, you are betray'd! Mr. Rexger, 
Þy what Means Heav'n knows, has been inform'd of your 
Aﬀgnation ; ; I accidentally oyer-heard him telling it to 

my Maſter, and Madam Maria coming in, ſeconded hi, 
Story with an extravagant Fury ; and in Concluſion 
047 defign'd that he ſhould pretend Buſineſs abroad, ut 
privately return Home and ſurprize ye. 

Emil. 'Tis as I imagin'd, and I am glad of this ge 
tion: Naw we may take Breath agen. | 

Raſo. Gad and fo am I. But is there no Way to 
keep on the Plot, and deceive em ſtill? 

Emil. "Tis in my Head, and will have Birth preſent- 
ly—————Befty, you have Sneak ill faſt in my 
Chamber ? 

Betty. Yes, Madam, he's ſecurely lock'd in, and here's 
the Key. 

Emil Follow me then, and do as J directed you: In 
the mean Time, Sir, go you to your Chamber, and 
pus on your Gown and Night- Cap, as if you had been 
in Bed, and when you hear me ſtamp, come out, and 
wonder : Let me alone for the reſt I'tkplague 

| '<m 
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em with an Aber rot. an. the Minute's near. 


[Eæ. Emil and Betty. 


Naß. What ſhe 8 I know not, but am certain - 
of the Succeſs from the Aſſurance ſhe does it with 
- Hah! "Tis a rare Creature, and by Heav'n is Miſtreſs 


of the ſweeteſt Nature, and nobleſt Truſt, and moſt ſub- 


ſtantial good Exg/ifb Principles of any Woman in Europe. 
- Well, —if Cuckolding be a Crime, tis the ſweeteſt 


_ in Chriſtendom, and has certainly the moſt Prat- 
r 
No Cap. [EExtit. 


Foter Sir Roger, Fumble, Cordelia, and Servant. 


Rog. Sdeath! I have had confounded Luck to 
Night; — not à good Chance ſince I begun#norno 
Mirth neither, there's the Plague on't.—— Had I had the 
Liberty to have ſung two or three merry Catches, and 
have loſt my Money with a Trolly Lolly Lo, ——it 
had been nothing Here Hey here Cos, 
cail him hither quickly, and let us go. 

Servant. Sir, I have not ſeen him theſe two Ho 
I believe he's gone home. 

Sir Rog. How! what without taking Leave of his * | 
ſtreſs? tis impoſſible. 

Funb. Sir Reger, you are diſturb d methinkss what is 


Sir 


the Matter ? Hah ! * 


that 
3 Roger. No great Matter, Sir: Pox & this old 

00 
Card. Sr, it becomes « Perſon of your O 9 
be angry on fo ſmall an Oecaſion.— 
Sir Rog. Small! by Heav'n, Madam. tie « Mat- 
ter. of Moment : What, run away without taking Leave? 
1 'tis * 2 Birth 
8 and 
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and Breeding, nor can I, tho' his Kinſman, excuſe 
Fun, What does Sir Roger ſay, Madam? does he 
rally? Hal he's a merry Man, and a good Fellow, and 
Tel I love Mirth: For my Part I hate your drowhe, 
infipid fegmatick Fellows, that fleep over a Glas, and 
talk ot nothing bat State- Politicks— But Sir Roger is 
a Man tor the Purpoſe, a merry jolly Man, He. 

Sir Rog. Sir, you may ſpare your Commendations for 
them that delight in em. What an impertinent old 
Fellow 'ti——Pray Sir, no more of this, I am not 
pleaſed with it. 

Funb. Your Song of Sir Thomas Fairfax, and the reſt 
of the brave old Fellows, was very fine, Sir Reger.- 
Well, I'll not be poſitive, but there was certainly a 
great deal of Judgment and ſheer Wit'in ſome of thoſe 
Rump Songs. 

Sir Rog. Sdeath! this is the moſt inſufferable old 
Fellow: Pox, tell not me of Rump · Songs: Sir, in Veri- 

ty, wou'd you had been hang d up inſtead of the 


Rump, -that I might ve been free from the 
Noiſe— But, Madam, as I was faying, 

upon my Honour I never new Cob in ſuch an Er- 
ror. 


Funb. Then, Sir * Chevy-Chace, and the hunt - 
ing of the Hare, is finely penn'd ! —_ penn'd ! Tack 
it was 
Sir Rog. Oh the Devil, is there no Riddance of this 

Clack? becauſe he can hear nothing, he would ſpeak 
all. | 
Fumb. Ay ſo it was, Sir, ſo it was. — But T'fack 
that Hunting was moſt excellently contriv'd: Ah he 
makes the Dogs ſpeak notably. I cod, and the Hare 
repartees 25 voy well for an Animut of her Magni- 
tude —— 
Sir Rog. 'Sbud, I nan grow 5 ber @ he; if I flay 
| longer: 


EN S LIT ANT: 


| > 


— 
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longer: I muſt go ſeek my Nephew : Come, Madam» 
let's go away and, Jeave him ; I am ſure his Eyes are 
ſo defective he can't miſs us preſently: [Excunt. 
Fumb. Solus. And tho! ſome petulant, inſignificant, 
and diſaffected Perſons have rais'd Calumnies, by calling 
it Doggrel and Fuſlian, and ſuch like; yet T'fack the 
thing is really a witty, facetious, (nay, and as ſome 
think) a moral Satyr: for mark me, Sir Roger, and 
Madam pray give your, Attention, for; the Dogs were 
Hieroglyphick Characters of Fanaticks, as the Hare was 
of the Quakers, and I'fack I have often heard the Silters 
ling it inſtead of an Hymn or an Anthem, for the Con- 
verſion of Unbelievers; nay, and as a greater Rarity, - 


I have heard it ated to the Life betwixt a Dog-Fana- 


tick and a Conny-Quaker, —— But Viack,——— think 
you mand” me not. Ha, Sir Roger, — Ma- 
dam. Sir Roger, Madam —— What, a Vacut- 
ty - Gone? Well ——_ [Pulli out Spectacles. 
II after, ind redeem. all ; but I 4 this was a little un- 
civil. | \[Exit. | 


Enter Ranger, ow with a Candle, fets if on the Table. 


Betty. Come, Sir, and with 25 little Noiſe as als 
for fear of Diſcovery. I fivear were you not a Man. to 
whom I am ſenſibly oblig'd, I nal not deu to 
this Infidelity. 

Rang. I will reward thy Cares are the cada P.- 

Betty. Yes, Sir, in that Room there. [Pointing * 4 | 
little Door. 

Rang Take this, and be gone, I have no e | 
Service for thee, and I would have her en * 
this is th Ditcovery : Away ——_ .- 

Betty. The Diſcovery wall add little to- your le 


But lince I have the Profit. I care not. [Aa. Ex. 


8 Exter 0 


ww 


r 


N 


Oh my Joy !- I ſhall not be able to contain my 
{+} 


oe The For en oO, 


| Buter Bubble 4nd Maria 


Va. Ned! what fays the ? are aa 

Rang. Securely and with a great deal of Content, they 
are in that Room in the dark. (Met!) Ah, Sir! they are 
both better praftis'd than ever to be tardy in a Love-In- 


Mar. Now I think I have trapt her finely. 


AA de. 
Bub. ene eee 
rible! A Cuckold! Sbud, tis a worſe Name than a Con- 


\ jurer,—and has more of the Devil in't but Pl] be 


fo reveng d, the World ſhall tremble at it: I'll firſt cut off 
her Hair, to affront her Family; then the Want of a 
Noſe ſhall proclaim her Bawd, and the Boron Poets 
ſhalt make Ballads on her.. [Exit 
Rang. So! this thrives as I would (aww it, and we 
have ſnapt em finely in the Nick! juſt when the Intrigue 
was at its belt Perfection! Oh 8 
Mar. Ha, hi, ha! Nay and at ſuch a time when all 
Help is deny'd *em ; when her Bluſhes, Sighs and Intrea- 
ties are all fruitleſs; when her exaſperated Huſband's Rage 
flows high, and beſt of all, when Raſbly is defenceleſs. 
© Wit! I love thee for this Stratagem ! | 
Rang. She dard us to perſevere, lighted our Plots, 
and had the Confidence to make Deſcriptions of her 


kind Intrigue before her Huſband's Face, then vg 


at us. 

Mer. *Tis now our Time! Ha, ha, ha! I thought I 
could not fail. 

Rang. No; and this happy Minute brings me more 
Perfect Pleaſure, and more true Delight than priſtine Ages: 


For ſhe is one whom Hell deſign d for its chief Iuſtru- 
ment; 
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ment; ſhe will out-lye a Syren, cheat the Devil, and 


damn more Souls to further her Intrigue, than Charon i 


Boat has Room for ; yet I own a. kind of Mungrel-Love, 
and muſt enjoy her cho L. were her Guard: 
x _[Afae. 

Mar. 8 — A sbriet within. 
He's as good as his Word: Now T hope ſhe'll own her 
Siſter's Wit dove her Well! this was rarely oy 
ted... 

Rang. By Heav'n it . fie t to be 1 
Madam :—— Your Wit ſurpaſſes humane Thought, and 
ſhou'd be ſpoken of with Wonder: You plot with ſock Al- 
— Ul — 


Enter Emilia. 


Hell! Death and Confuſion! Cu I believe my Byea? 
She here ! 

Mar. dun Weed and have loſt wy Seals. 
Sure, Sir, we dream: Are we awake, think you ? 


Emil. No! nor ſhall never ans Ip L defign to raiſe 


my Wit above the poor weak Creatures. I could laugh 
now, but I ſwear J pity ye. Wear out your tedicus 
Nights in dull Deſign, and then i'th' Morning hatch: the 
abortive Brood, which e're Night turns to nothing; flen- 
der Encouragement, Heav'n knows, for Wit: And you, 
Sir, plot and ſweat, and plot agen for Moon-ſhine in the 
Water ;. poor Reward, Sir, for one 299 


trigue as you are! — 


Mar. Oh that I had thy Efeart here in dy Kg 
How pleaſant were the Diet Fate bn was: 
ever ſuch a Devil 

Rang. No! never! Therefore fines nos unt u bei 
as I. now am ſure thou art, have Merey on me and do 
nat take Feels] © my Soul for my. firſt. Crime,. 

=. 1 and 


58 The Fonp Huss Axp: Or, 

and I will plot no more. Thou art my Conquerour ; 

I'l honour thee Good Devil, do not hurt me. 
nn within, 


Enter Bubble dragging in Snare, 


Bus. Grapes! Whore! Witch! T1 ſpoil your 
Curls, by the Lord Harry. O Lord! my Wife 
and ſhe that I have beaten a Stranger 

Snare. Oh Heav'n! was ever poor Sinner fo. abu- 


ied? 
reps. 
Bub. Madam, I beg your [Bubb. huks amaZedly at his 
Pardon, and am aſham'd of Wife, then at Snare, then 
my Fault; but I'll make ' at 4 Lek of black Hair in 
you amends preſently his Hand. 

Rang. Well, nothing but the greateſt Devil could have 
brought this Woman hither for this Intrigue, and there- 
fore once more LI acknowledge thy Power. 

[ToEmilia kneeling. 

Bub. Ay ! you had need aſk her Pardon; it's you have 
betray d us. Chicken! dear Chicken — don't frown 
o — J conſeſs I was a Fool — but forgive me 
but this once, and if T ever offend. agen, I'll give thee 
leave to Cuckold me indeed. 

Emil. Indeed, Sir, your Jesloaſie is a little ſevere, 1 
wonder what I have done to deſerve it; T 

Bad.” Nothing, I know thou haſt not; Prichee fargive | 

W 
ui. But to be diſturb d thus when I was at N De- 
votion.. 

Bas. Prithee forget i it: G Tom, you hs come 
out now, here's none but Friends. | F 

Emil. Who do you mean, Sir? 


| [Stamps with ber. Bot. 


| Wench: Why how now, Sirrah ? 
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Bub. Tom Debs Poor Fellow, 1 warrant. now 
he'll be ſo baſhful. C 
Rang. So, that's ſomething yet, ang. Tu fetch him 
out or hien fart — — 


* Raſhley as the ther * * Le 
Fail. e he i!“! 
Mar. I find it ani ee this wall dessen, 0 
— * >. 200 


Enter Sir Ries offer Batley. 


Sir Rep What” s the Mater, Mr. bab Wer 8 

the Matter ö 
Bub. Raſbley here? Hey day who the PR © that 
yonder the?! 1 
au Ranger dragging ou! Sneak. 0 


* "Coma Sir, appear; I find you are now no 
Hercules. Ha! Death, more Miracles, Sneak ! 


Sir Reg. Sdeath, my Cob / and taken with LY 


Emil. Now it works to my "Fs l dakrve 
how they look. 


Rab. Ruth, —I do, -—<'4> ro, 19Þ 00M 
: Su2ak.. O Lord, Uncle your cf was be- 
tray d, ſeduc'd, as a Man may ſay . — Go, 3 
be gone, ** N ww Jo? to morrows 


* $1 "'TTo Snare. 
1 lays Uncle, 1 was abu htl, chend. 


dir Reg. Catch'd with a Wench ?!——Come, Sir, II 


talk with yen. Oh Diſgrace to the Family 
. 1 An ? a lewed Wench? Come along Sir? 


C 6 PI 


fo The Fond HussAx Dp: Or, 
Il watch you henceforth, [Ex. Sir Roger, Sneak. 
" Rafſo. Ha, ha! Why, here has been « great Deal of 
- Intrigue to Night I ſee, ha, Sir? am forry now I 
went to Bed fo ſoon hut I have been in the ſweeteſt 
Dream yonder.—— [Gapes. 
Bus. Here, has 1 in Troth been a great deal of Intrigue, 
as thou ay it, Tem: But no Matter; now all's well: 
And ſince it has happen d ſo well, 2 Day of Jubilee ha!! 
crown it. To Morrow is my Wedding-Day, and in 
Memory of that happy Hour that conjoined me and my 
ſweet Chicken there together, we'll have a Feaſt 
and I'll ſing and roar, and drink cam Privilegio. Go, | 
wait on her in, Tom :—— Chicken, remember we are 
Friends; go, — I'll be with you preſently. - 
[Ex. Raſhley bowing ſcornfully to Ranger end Maris. 
Rang. Never was ſuch a Day, nor ſuch a Deed. . 
Bub. Ned! let me have no more of your Doubts nor 
Counſels. 
D'ee hear Sbud, I ſay ance more, my Wife is the 
honeſteſt Woman in * and ou ſhall . 
from me. 
Mar. Was ever the like known? 
Rang. Never ſince Adan, bur he was a Devil beſore 
de Creation. | 
Mar. I'll not give over Aale, 
Nan. Nor 1.— 
Mar. Your Hand on't.—— 
Rang. Here! and.mex — that have Pom't 
: In ſubtle Plots help now, ' tho' never more. 
Mar. Tl die but I'll perform it. 
My Slights ſhall with immortal Wit be wrought: 
Aud all my Senſes toll convert to — 


K 
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Eater or Roger and Sneak. 


| Sir Rog. Qin! haunt me no more, I know thee 


Sneak. Nay, Uncle. 

Sir Rog. Go to your Wench, 2 
you; then ſtock Sir Jeremys Mannor-houſe at home 
with Baſtards ; Birds of Night, and teach em all 
to know their Father when you ha” done. 

Sneak. Good Uncle, let me i 

Sir Rog. No Place to bring your Cattle t to but oY 
under your Miſtreſfſes Noſe, thou. moſt notorious Als N 
Mercy o me, what will this World come to? who 
could imagine that Sheeps Face of thine ; that Mouth, 
whence ne'er came any thing that had Senſe; that Per- 
fon that has as oft been thought a Puritan as thou haſt 
been a Fool? Then that hanging Dog-look; TS 
more, but the Devil is ; ſubtle. 1 

Sneak. Uncle, you know tis an old Sin We. 
cannot appoint our own Deſtinies; nor did I foreſee this: 
Beſides, Sir, if you knew her as well as I do, you ou'd find 
the Woman has ſome Parts that are not contemptiblę. 
henry I know what's What; T am not ſuch a Fool, _ 

Sir Rog. Not ſuch a Fool! In Verity if thou wert 
d u Sin nearer to a Natural, I'd beg thee. of the 
King, e to inherit thy Eſtate. * | 


4 +... oft 
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Sneak. No, fo I ſay, Sir, ſince you go to that: 
Whoop! what a Pox you have forgot ſince rap were 

young your ſelf * 

Sir Rog. 1 young! why, Sir, 1 hope 1 bet no 
Baſtards. 

Sneak. No:—— But. you kept Whores, that you did, 
and that's all one, bona Fide: ; 

Sir Rog. This Rogue has heard all: I muſt top dis 
Mouth. How: Sirrah, I kept Whores? 1 

Sneak. It has been thought ſo, Sir, ſince you go to 
that: . Nay, 'tis no ſuch. Miracle now adays-; i there's 
many an old Badger about Town does the like; ttis 
grown a Cuſtom now. 

Sir Reg. But 'tis not ſo cuſtomary with your Uncle, 
Sir : But come, pray expreſs your ſelf ; what Woman 
the infamous World lay to my Charge? | Lv 
Nan, "Peer, Jean of the Dairy, a 2 bra 
Mary, Briaget. 

Sir Rag. Hold ! hold, I lay. Sdeath he'll don the 
whole Country preſently : I muſt quiet him, the Rogue 
has me upon the Hip; Harkee, Cas. 
© Sneak, Then the Parion's Wile, Sir, and the old Ho- 
ſteſs at the Towns-end:. You ſee the Tea bes 3 good 
Memory. 

Sir Reg. A Sich 8 one I * - hy it "Us, if thou 
could'ſt remember Law-Calcs. as well, thou would't» be 
a brave Fellow. Why. Cad, thou think N thay haſt paid 
me off now, doſt „ ih 
_ Sneak. I know not, if my Wit — 106 fal Sir. 1 
cannot help it; tis a good that's throw upon me, tis 
not my ſeeking; is true, I have an aapey May. with 
mie ſometimes, bur. dis oyer ' preſently, it never ah 
bong, that's one Comfort. ann, 

Sir Rog. In Verity I er thou ha Wit, and * T 
COR, be cheriſh 


* - 
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cheriſh it. Why, Cob, my Inſtruction is for thy Good. 
Child, what will thy. Miſtreſs think when ſhe hears of 
it Come, come, in Verity, Cos, *ewas ill done, 
'twas Ifaith.——— But mum, no more nee Pl 
make all well agen. 

Sneak. So, fo, I have e r him about kneini 
'Sbud I did not think I had ſo much Wit, but I ee 2 
Man may be miſtaken in his own Parts. 

Sir Rog. But d'ee hear, Cob, not a Word crate 
Wenches, let the fooliſh World ſay what it will. 
Thou art a good Boy in Verity, I like thy Wit wells 
Thou know'ſt I have no Heir, and when I die, Cos, I 
will not fay I'll give thee any thing, leſt I ſhould make thee 
proud; but expect, expect 16 may fall, who 
knows ? 

: Sneak. By Jerico, I would not wk ſpoke on! t no, 
but that I had nothing elſe to ſay, and you know "tis a 
Diſgrace to a Scholar to be filent in Company. r 046-43, = 
Sir Rog. Tis no Matter, tis no Matter: Prithee how 
cam'ft thou to know that r* and I were fo inti- 
mate? | | 

Sneak. Ah, you'll be angry if T ſhould tell „ 

Sir Rog. In Verity not T: Angry —— Come, 
come, out with it, Cob, qut with't, —_ 1 

Sneak. Why, the Truth is, I lay with her one 2 
and the Quean told me all. * .O 

Sir Rag. Didit thos! God a Mercy Yam him ! 
what u Snake have 1 foſter d?) Done like a Cock o t 
Game in Verity: Ah, when I was of chy Years n 


have done as much my ſelf. 
Sneak. Yes,” ſhe told me you had done as ms: 


But mum, Sir, not a Word, more, I know my Kew. 
Sir Reg. *Sdeath, Þ ſhall wah a aha” + to th 1 
Hownew f e ba ee ob at 8 
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2 Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir Roger, I was juſt coming to your Houſe for 
vous my Maſter deſires your's and Mr. Seal AIP 


Sir Reg. What, 2 this is his wel 
ding Day? | 
Serv. Yes, Sir. 
Sir Rog. Tell him I am coming —— Fx. Servant. 
Come, Cos, let us go 3: and mum, d'ee hear? you under-. 
ſand me? | 
* I warrant you, Sir | [Exeunt: 


hy. 
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SCENE II. 


| Bubble, Emilia, Maria, Raſhley, "VOIR: Candela, 
Fumble firing 4 a Table. 


2 e, come, another Bumper about; my 


. Chickens Health: Here, I am not wes 
Sigh yet; Tom, what ſay'ſt thou? 6 


Naß. Wich all my Heart, Sir! Qb.here comes Sir 
Pager and. his Nernen. | | 


9 


uur Sir Roger and Snek 


Sir Rep. Mr. Bubble and Gentlemen, your moſt ban 
＋ Servant. 
1 


* 
Aa 
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Bub. Yours, good Sir Roger; I am glad en 
Ifaith ;- and you, ſweet Mr. Sneak, Well, Faith, Sir 


Roger, we have been Bumping it about here, we have 
been dipt, as the ſaying is: Tom Raſb/ey, ſend it round; 


come, Sir Roger's a Freſh-man he'll drink an Ocean. 
Rap. Fill every Man's Glafs there: Mr. Ranger you 
want it, tis Madam Emilia's Health. 


Rang. I'll do you Reaſon, Sir. [All drink. 
And ten to one but 1 have a Sent (all dann this 
Mirth. [Afeae. 
Are they ready ? 


Mar. Huſh! we are obſerv'd ; they are 


B. 80, ſo! Come, now the Song, and then the 


Didice: Look ye, Gentlemen, you muſt know 

Fund. Come, come, Mr. Babble, let's have Vother 
Soop, I ſay; ifack we loſe Time. Ah Sirrah, are you 
there? Gad I be With you preſently ; duſt it about once 
more, I ſay: the Wine has à pretty Smack with't 
it cheriſhes, I like it well: Come, another Soop, and 
then do what yon will. 


Bab. Fill Wine there Gentlemen, (as T was fay- 


ing) I got this Song made purpoſely, *tis in Praiſe of 


Marriage, and there was not one ready made of m 
in Town; I ſearch'd it all over. 

Rang. Were you at the Poet's Lodging ? 

Bub. Yes, but they had none; for they told me *"twas 
a Song would not take: Beſides, they were ſo buſie get- 
ting Plays up for the next Term, that I could hardly 
get one made. 


Sir Rog. Sir, you need not have troubled em; you 
once had a very good Vein that Way your ſelf.— 
Bub. Yes, I was mightily given to' Rapture and 
Flame once: I writ Tom Farthing :;——1I had a Hand 
too in Cally my Com, a Song that took well, I can aſſure 
you: But this is of another Kind, in Praiſe of Marriage, 
Sir, and they told me the Town loy'd nothing but Satyrs 
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againſt Marriage, and. the Reaſon was becauſe they v were 
afraid of being cuckolded ; When alas, poor ſilly 
Rogues, there's no ſuch thing in Nature. 18 
Rang. Well, of all ſtupid Animals a drouſie Huſband 
is the moſt notorious:— But. I ſhall Tg. 
your Note n 1 doubt not, Sir. 
[ Ade. 


Bub: You ſhall not hear, — Hey, the "ou 
there and the Dance ? 


— 5 4 3 1 — p - 
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Nur the Branches of a ſpreading Tree, 
Silvander /ate, from Care and Danger free, 

And bis inconflant roving Humour ſhows 
To his dear Nymph, that ſung of Marriage-Vows; 
But fbe with flowing Graces, charming Air, 

Cry'd, Fie, fie, my Dear, give c er, 

Ah, tempt the Gods no more! 
But thy Offence with. Penitence repair: 


For though Vice in a Beauty ſeem ſweet in thy Arms, 
An innocent Ver tue has always more Charms. 


II. 


Ab Phillida! the Angry Swain reply d. 

not a Miſtreſs better than 4 Bride? 

What Man that univerſal Toke retains, _ + 
But meets an Hour to fe, and curſe his Chain? 


Ys i hos 


'$he | 


She ſmiling, ery'd, change, change that impious Mind; 


And ad laft fall the Trophies of Honour and Love. 


g Bus. Well ſung aich: Look'ee, Gentlemen, i is it not 


How ?—— What's here? 
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Without it we could prove not half the Foys of Love,. 
'Tis Marriage makes the feeling Toys Divine : 3 
For all our Life long we from Scandal remeve, , 


as I told you 
Sir Rog. In Verity very well, very well, Sir. os 
Bub. Come, now the Dance [Danes 


Enter Servant: 


Serv. Sir, here's a Letter for you; it was left by 
Porter, who {aid it requir'd no Anſwer , and is 
gone. 

Rang. So, now for a Change of Countenance, 

I think this will do. 

Mar. If not, I've writ a Letter that will: But lers 

obſerve.— | 


” > 4 DANCE. 


Bab. What the Devil has this Fellow given me here? 
A Letter? Pray Heaven it be no Challenge. 


Reads. Sir, That you are blind, I have heard; that 
you are a Fool, I know; and that you are a 
Cuckold, I believe, ——— Horwever, as a Friend» 
though unknown, I am bound in Conſcience to 
give you this Information; your Wife is falſe; 
you are abui'd; the Anthor of your Wrong you 
know as well as your ſelf, if you know your ſelf 

3 — II | 


- 
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Oh Heaven! was ever ſuch Fate? But buſh, ra 
ſmother my Reſentment till they are gone.— 
Come, Sir Roger and Gentlemen, there's a — 
the next Room, pray go and eat 
preſently.—— [Ex. all but Bubble, Ranger and Maria. 
. Rang. So, I ſee by this Behaviour it takes, and T'll a- 
way leſt he ſhould ſuſpect me. Now for my Vother 
Tot. [Exif. 
Bas. O Siſter, here's a new Diſcovery ; the Devil is 


*F. tome abroad agen. 
Mar. How? the Devil? 


Bas. Ay, in the Likeneſs of a Letter: Here, prithee 
read it; tis his Character; I am ſure it looks as if it 
were writ with a cloven Hoof. Hah !—— what 


-. think' thou? 


Mar. Sir, he calls you Fool here. Op 

Bab. Ay, he's a little uncivil, that's the Truth oat: 
But what's to be done, Siſter ? 

Mar. A Cuckold too. ? 

Bub. Ay ;——was ever ſuch an  Impudence? 

Mar. I never heard of any: But tis no more, Sir, 
than I expected: Alzs! tis nothing to be a Cuckold 
now. 

Bab. O unfortunate Eſtate of Marriage by the Lord 
Harry, if this be true, I have prais'd it to fine Purpoſe. 
But, Siſter, thou wert wont to be kind; prithee adviſe 
me. | 
Mar. "Tis to no Purpoſe, Sir, you know Iam envious, 
my Words have double Meaning: I did my Siſter wrong 
in my laſt Story, pray let me offend no more. 
Bub. Well, I confeſs I was to blame; but who the 

Devil cou'd have miſtruſted her when the Plot was car- 
| ried ſo handfomly? 

Mar. Oh you will find, Sir, ſhe has ſtill more Plots, 
and I find you ſo credulous and ſo wedded to your In- 

: fins, 


_— 


I'll be with you 
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famy, that for my Part I am afraid to have r thing 
to do with it. 

Bub. Help me but this —_—— — 
may I be proy'd a Cuckold to the whole County, and 
my Caſe try'd in W:/tminſter- Hall. | 
Mar. Well! once more then Fl aſſiſt you, and to 
confirm what that Letter has inform'd,——know, Sir, 
ſhe is falſe; and tho' ſhe fruſtrated our laſt Plot by her 
Waiting-Womans means, ſhe certainly met Raſ6/zy that 
Night. I am glad you eredit a Strangers Letter 
for my Part I love her ſo well, I ſhould have hardly 
caus'd a ſecond Breaeh between ye elſe : But ſince tis 
out, and you defire my Aſſiſtance, follow me, and e're 


Night I doubt not but to give you ſufficient Proof of 


Bub. With all my Heart, dear Sifter,—— Sud, x 
Cuckold ?- "Tis impoſſible, I ha no Cuckolds 
Face but I'll be reſolv d immediate 


Rang. Do this, thou ſhalt command me 

Gov. In Truth, Sir, I am afraid will be diſcover'd, 
and. I would not he my; Lady: know! i for the 
World. 
Rang, 4: fore, the en (hulk What,” dad thos 
doubt me? Beſides, II be ſo grateful to thee; thou 
ſhalt never have Cauſe to repent this Courtefie —— © 


4 b 


Gov. Sir, you know you always might command me 


in any reaſonable thing: E e ere Sir, what 
wou d you. have me do? - 
Rang. Why only plant me in or near her Chamber 


for a Deſign. I have, ſhe ſhall be ignorant why,——or _ 
TION aca thither ; I'll Gill be careful of thy 


__— 
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Reputation: Come, nnn it 


willingly. _ 
Gov. Well, Sir, what you mean I know not 3 but 


Heav'n direct all. for the beſt; I can deny you nothing, 
Sir; I lie in a Cloſet that joins to her Chamber, where 3 


you may both over-hear and ſpeak to her... 
Rang. That above all things! prithee let's go. 
- Gev. But for Heav'ns ſake take care ſhe knows not that 
J brought ye thither; I would not be ſeen in ſuch a 
Buſineſs for the World. —— _ 
mon Ne'er doubt, I warrant thee I'll be careful. 
Gov. Follow me then, Sir. | [Exennt, 


it 
* * 
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* 
Enter Fumble end Spatterdaſh. 


= Par. Sirrah ! | 
Spar. Here Sir, here. , 

Fumb. Whither is this Raſcal gone? Well lack I am 
too full of Clemency; I muſt $ this Regue, or 
he'll never be good for any thing; he's at Nine-holes now, 
Il hy my Life: A damn'd Villain "hint "pay me 
Three-pence a Day I know not how, © 

Spat.: O Lord, who I, Sir? C 
Fumb. Who's within there? what, vill 0 Bat he 
me? Am I left deſolate? i have not the — 
chink.— Ha! 
Sat. Why, here am L. Gr; 1 have been her all thi 
— mur > *x MS HS a 1444731 1 f 16 17 
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Fumb. 
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Fumb. Oh Sirrah, are you come? where have you 
been, ha? I ſay, where have you been, Rogue? 88 

Spat. No where, Sir, not I. OD 
Fumb. Sirrah! J muſt be left alone ! muſt T! WE; 
1 have a Meſſage to ſend, go my ſelf ——Hah!—— 
Sirrah, Mr. Litt/e-Pox has a Boy, that tho he was ſtint- 
ed at Narſe, and is not above Pocket - High, can run and 
friſc, and jump upon Occaſion, Sirrah, know a Bailiff 


by his Noſe, and a Wenah by her Buttocks, ye Rogue, 
and a good Linguiſt, and a pretty Pimp, Sirrah, and 


can hold the Door with a ſteady Hand, ye Rogue: But 
thou, à Raſcal, a Drone, art good for nothing. 

Spat. Any thing, Sir, I warrant you: Try me, and 

you ſhall find T can hold a Door as well as he. 

 Fumb, Why, how now, Sirrah ? what, make Mouth 
at me? is your Maſter grown your Mirth? Fa! this 
will teach you better; this will new mould you; I'll fetch 
you out of your damn'd Looks lack: French Grimaces, 
Rogue, French Grimaces? I | Beats bim. 

Spat. O Lord, what ſhall I do? Becauſe he's Deaf, 
and cannot hear mie, he thinks I mock him. Hold, 
Si, —for Heaven's fake; upon my Faith I don't 
mock you; „ 1 | [ Aloud. 
"Tis all a Miſtake ; and, &. you have beaten me for 
nothing. 

Fumb. What a Noiſe the Rogue aka Why, Sir- 
rah, cannot you ſpeak temperateſy, but you muſt” roar 
thus? Tam not ſo deaf, but T can hear without thi, 
Thunder-clap. But you do it in Contempt, do you, 
Sirrah? Bleſs us, to what an Impudence this Age is 
grown! But T'll fetch the Devil out, leſt he ſhould grow 
in ye.— thus. [ Beats him. 
I ſhould. be loth to ſee thee hang? till you 1 to A 
ee MA Seen , I Ho 
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Maſter and a Friend in your Caſtigation, I have now 
| rah,—nothing exaſperates more than Scorn, nor no 


enough that I cannot hear him. Sirrah,. come and lay 
Four Mouth to my Ear, and then ſpeak, boy 


 thck: For look'ee, Sirrah, tis my Humour as long 
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| Spar. Merey o'me, what a Maſter have I ? If! ſtay 
long here I ſhall be beaten into Mummy. 
Fumb. Come, Sir, now I have perform'd the Part of # 


a Word or two by Way of Inſtruftien. Mark me, Sir 


thing pleaſes more than Obſervance ; a Maſter ſhould b. 
ſtrict in finding Occaſion to beat his Servant, and a Ser 
vant ſhould be careful in avoiding the Beatings of hi 
Maſter. ; 
Spal. So he has taught me, now I ſhall be careful 0 7 
it hereafter if my Legs will carry me. . 
Fumb. What, mouths agen, Sirrah, mouths agen? 
Spat. Umph.— [Makes a low Congee=-ſays nothing 
Famb. Oh this Submiſſion pacifies : Come hither, 1 
have a Meſlage for ye, and let me ſee how yqu can be 
have your ſelf; tis Matter of Moment. 
2 II do my beſt to pleaſe ye, Sir. 
" Fumb. What doſt thou ſay now?——Look, look - 
was ever ſuch a Raſcal as this? This Rogue knows wel 


have me underſtand ye. 
Spat. Yes, Sir, I all be very careful to remer 
it hereafter. 
Fun. Raſters F 
Sat. Sir, I ſhall be careful to remember it hereal 
. — Ane 
| Fumb. O ſhall. you ſ0, Sir? and "twill become yo 
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T am healthy and jovial, to cover Failings and Imper 

ections in Nature as well as I can, tis a Wiſe-man's Ver 
tue, and I have Patterns for't every Day. Ah! her 
are a Sort of jolly, briſk, ingenious old Signiors abou 
Town, that with falſe Calves, falſe Bellies, falſe Teet 


| fal 
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falſe Noſes, and a falfe fleering Face, upon the Matter, 


all.— But to the Matter: Sirrah, you mult car- 
ry this Ring to Cordelia, and poſſeſs her with my Love 
in zn clegane-Manner': pen eee 
Spat. Thus, Sir: I had my Honours from the Danc: 
ing School. —— 
Fumb. O danin'd Rogue! what's Bow's there? 'tis 
worſe than a Country Counſellors to a Client that has no 
Money. — th me your Hat off thus, — with 
Gmce:.— Ah 1 could have done it rarely twenty 
Years 480 but Ifack ee 
all things ———Come, Sir; | 
Madam! my Maſter too well hots the 
Charms of your Wit and Beauty are too ſharp at all 
Times to be oppoſed, has by me ſent this Ring, and 
humbly defires 
— Well, that Laff Honour was pretty wel: 
But come now, let's hear what you can fay.. 
Sol. Sdeath ! he has not heard me all this while — 
Oh ſome-body knocks; this, was happy : $, there's a 
ſome · body at Door to ſpeak with you. 
Fumb. Go ſee who tis, TI follow——This is a pla- 
guy dull Rogue, but I muſt have Patience, and take 
pains with him-———nor ſhould he do any thing in 
this Bufineſs had I not a deſeu in't, and _Ifac I like 
the Woman well;————ſhe's young and plump, free in 
her Nature, and of a ſanguine Complexion, and S 
Fide, I never ſee her but fome ſecret Motions in my 
Blood ſeem to imply that ſhe is. the Cauſe——What ? 
I am not Bedrid ;——1 can dance yet, ay, and run 


thing '=——— Come, * mull, it muſt j— 


mine 
* 


fill up Society as well as cer a Maſquerading Fop of em 


and jump too if occaſion be, and why not the Toth: 


. 3 * 4 < 669 5 D 1 
eee „ N 
n * N rr e 


: tunity, eſpecially when they think you abſent. 
| Sbud I'll pinch her to death with a pair of Tongues, . 


palpable Juſtice ! Why, | ſhould ſhe "tive, ſhe'd Cuckole 
"Fault — Keep 


— um i em 22 — RELIES 


„ 1 
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mine was ever a ſtirring Family :=——Jt muſt, I ſay, 
and porn —  F[Ex. Fumbk | 


SCENE W. „ Jt 


uur Maria and Bubble: © 


Mer. Nome fofily, Sir, and plant _ ale ahh 
Back- Door; I have ary made Pes 


very. 
Bub. Are they together? q 
Mar. I believe ſo; they ſeldom miſs ſuch an Sits : 


Bub. No ; they are politick with a Pox to'em: : Si 
ter, what Revenge, ha? I am reſoly d to be a Tyrant 


Mar. O fie that will be toq cruel. ——— 
Bas. Cruel ! by the Lord Harry tis Juſtice, = 


ard whole Nation. | 
r. Conſider better on't, . but a venial Celine, ai 0 
ed not ſuch Rigour.— But come, — 


meditate of no . till you are certain of the 
at that Door, be ſure Ya | 


diſcover Kot your ſelf cill I come to you; Tu. 80 an 
Bub. Ill ty my Patience Pk "ts 2 damn? 
Cauſe.—— nne LE e 


4 2 PR” 4 


* 
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ater Rahley and Balke, bene a Brd-Chanber, 8 


Leal 


p Emil. Our Latrigue as yet goes well. 
Kas. I ſwear, to Admirationz, and had I not ſeen each 
Paſlage, I ſhould have thought t had been impoſſible. 
Oh my Deareſt ! how ſhall I gratiſie thee? My love's too 
Poor, and my Deſert too mean ever to equal it. 


[4 
+: (2 he * e 


Kang. 1 am glad 1 I have got: Air agen this per 
old Gib-Cat has mew'd. me this half Hour into ſucha 


Hole, that had I ſtaid a Minute longer I had certainly 
been ſmother'd : It ſtinks worſe than a Pothecaries Shop, 
and is furniſh'd with nothing but Gally Pots full 'of naſty 
Oyl, into which groping about I often thruſt my Fing- 
en: — Fough!— Afﬀaſcetida, as I live 
a moſt intolerable Stink . — Ah: the Devil grind 
her old Chops Stay; this is ſure Enis Cham - 
ber, and if I am not miſtaken, I heard a "whiſpering 
here it may be a together; ho be ſtill and 
4iſten. al 


8 * 


Roſs. Our Love ſhall laſt whole Ages; "and: deluge 


add new and "fierce Defires : Death ſhall want” Power to 


its Siratagems ſucceed no better. 0 44 
+. \Rong. By Heav'n tis fo; n hede : 
| 'Bleſ Minute! now I ſhall mabe a rare Diſcovery} / 
Eni. lam confirm'd, and will proceed? in loving. 
* Huſband is a: dull! inſipid Thing), palbd and 
grown ſtale within a Week: Batis- Loser rs f 


appears Ut 
new and gay, and is to deere the fume bs wa 


fff all Mirth, all Pleaſure. 
Nn e Nang. 


* 7 

* 
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ſeparate us, and Envy droop and A it del * . 


76 The Fond Huss Ap: Or, 
1 Rang. A moſt excellent Theme: — 0 that that Pro- 
1 perty, that Fool her Huſband, ſtood now to hear this 
| Devil of a Wife make out this free Confeſſion ! 
Raſb. He, dull Creature, Heav'n knows, is blind to 
all your Charms. Marriage acts only the Decrees of 
Duty, Love has the leaſt Share in't. In this Age a 
Huſband with a Wife is like 2 Bully in a Church 
the only Pleaſure he takes is to fleep away the Hours 
ſhou'd be employed in conjugal Duty: 

Emil. Well! I am very glad our Plots fucceed ſo well: 
I fwear I was half frighted 'other Day when my Siſter- 


in-Law Marie diſcovered us. Was it not done ſubt'ly? 
Did I not an * wich an excellent Inven- 


agen. 

Raf. Ha, ha, ha. By Harn I'm ready to die with 
Azughing when I think what Aſſes we made of em. 
Ranger too, that buſe Coxcomb, hat a fretting, 
and plotting, en e e 
Al, poor Fool! Ha, ba, ha 
Nag. O the Devil fleer 1 am 1 
ill cheir Property ? 1 ſhall . 
EE long: I doubt not, my young Gallant, I fhall daſh 
Z AE Come, we loſe Time: Let Talk be our Di- 
1 verſion when we are old and can reap nothing elſe; our 
| Minetes now ſhould all be ſpent in Rapture. Thus, 
| | thus, my Sweet l. — O 'that we t ee de, 
a3 ever l. How now, what Noiſe is that? |. 

Babble within. Bawds! Strumpets! Whew! Winke! 
Break open the Door there, break open the Door 
Mar. Fetch a Leaver, or call the Smith over the way 


"© wr 
„ . . 
4 . * 7 
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_ Eoiil. Oh Heay* n, my Huſband and Maria! wa are 
undo ne. 

Rang. Tis 251 Voice fare? this e my 
Joy. Nov let Belzebub, if he owes her any Kindneſs, 
fetch her from hence, I'll guard this Paſſage. 

Rafb. What! what ſhall I do, Madam ? 

Emil. Here quickly, run into this Cloſet, Sir, and 
jump out of the Window into the Garden; if you were 
gone, let me alone for the reſt. 

Rang. Who ſteps a Foot this Way, aer; on his Death 
biz Scul ſhall not be his a Minute. 

Emil. Ha! Ranger here! x am bn in my Ane 
ment. 

Naß. Death and Hell! and T Defencelefs too?! O 
eurſed Minute! 

| Rang. No, Madam, I'll fecure you from this Stre.. 
tagem * This Window ſhall be no Bawd to th" Intriegue 
wow; that Pll be ſure on.—— [Ex. into the Cloſer. 

E Quickly, Du a Leaver, a * 
ww 

Res. No Way teſcape? Can I not limb the Chim- 

ey? Any thing to get free this once. Oh Fate, 


taken i“ th* midſt of our Security, when we leaſt n Ft F 5 


of it ! What ſhall we do? 
' Emil. I have it: Come hither get ye under this T- 


ble, and diligently liſten to what I fay : Tis ten to one 


he never fearches here. Cone ng 


pray the reſt may proſper. 
Ra. In nme. U 


[Goes under the 
Big Enter by Ranges e The: Chin. {Si 
- Rang. So! that ' Conveyance is hm "Now, 


Madan, what think'ce of « fleering Jeſt ron gte Resi 
23 + - Ranger, 
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Ranger, the Coxcomb, the Aſs Ranger, and your jolly 
Spleen to laugh, Ha, ha? I think the Dice are mine 
now: Now, Devil, I have trapt — 


Knock witbin. 


A This Key, may adi e iny De- 


¶ Tates out the. Key o th Door. 
Bubbh - within,” Down, down with it, r HE 


tire. 

Kang. What think you of that, Madam? * 
Huſband's Voice refreſh you extreamly CITE: 
Emil: Now help me, Wit, or I am loſt; [She goes 


and puts the Key into hi Coat- 
„ 14 14+ ++. Pocket, and then lays. bold of 
A r Duin, and cries au]. 


Mes help e for Heaven's ſake, Jam undone, 
ruin d for ever : A Ra pe, a Rape „ help! 
Nang. Hell and the Peril what does ſhe mean? 
Emil. Ah, cruel Man, cannot theſe Tears prevail } 
wih nothing ſtop, Barbarity ? What have I done ;thag 
i cou d deſerve this Ulage? O moſt unfortunate of Wo; 


men 1 
Nang. Dam her, I ſhall be * darch d if th bad! c 
JI muſt get away.—— [Struggles,. Ge bold; him, 

En. A Rape, a Rape! Help there, for Heav'ns ſake, 
help. | h 2 ? 
_—_——w—— | 


Eater Bubble and Maria with a Light. They 22 amaz'd. 


eng. By Heav'n, I am ſnapt agen, catch'd in my 
own Snare. - 

Exil. Has my Hufband been ſo much, thy Friend, 
and would abuſe him thus (thou baſe N but Her 
Vn forgive thee. 8 Ut 


BA. 
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Bub. Sbud, what's this I fee ? Ranger | 

Mar. Ranger here, and Raſbley abſent? I have plot- 
ted finely. Tis plain now that Traitor loves her, and 
has only made me an Engine to work his Deſign with 
more Facyity. 

Rang. Raſbley gone too? Now has the Devil to ſpite 
me convey'd him away in a Miſt? Here's like to be 
fine Work towards; but I muſt ſtand the brunt nor T | 
am enter d 

Bab. Now, Sir, what « Pox make you here Ker cy 
Wife? 

' Rang. So, it begins rarely! O this ſubtle 7 
Why, din un 1 am 6 ny ___ upon my Ho- 
nour. | "Iv | 1077) Aol 

Emil. 0 my Sand oulanc Thanks for. this Deli- 


. verancez Le charge thee, by our 


Marriage - Vows, by all our Pleaſures ſince,” and Joys to 
come, I charge you revenge me upon chat Traytor 


ters He would have raviih'd mel Oh 


-Heav'n, that ever I ſhould live to be ſo put tot 
Bub. Sbud ! Raviſh my Chicken ? Ranger, you ate 
the 1 * 2 ne 
Throat. 
Rang. Sir, do but hear * eren wy" kissen n 
D un en n 65347 ehen of 
Mar. It muſt de usb What ſhould he come liither . 
for, but upon ſome ill Intent? I ee 'Pll be re- 
veng d on him however — [At. 
© Rang: 'Sdeath ! he againſt me too? this is worke and 
worſe.” © 
- - Bab. Diſcover the Matter, that I may do Jace n 
dom ſides. 1 40 42 
- Emil. Sir, know n lung has lov 'd 
me; often. ſollicited me-unlawfully : But 
ſomething in my Vern that ſhook his Desen kus Re- 


xv D 4 as courſe 
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courſe was to make you jealous of me and Raſbley;z—— 
who, poor Man, has often told me with Sighs how ap- 
ly. he has reſented your unkind Suſpicions. WI... 

Ab. Alas poor fellow! - 

Rang. O Confuſion ! he begins to believe de 

Emil. At laſt, Sir, finding his Suit to be too trouble- 
ſome ſor me to bear, and being loth to vex you with 
ſuch Fooleries. I told Ralley, who promiſed al 
Aſſiſtance imaginable : — 1 defir'd. him alſo to be care- 
ful, and watch leſt I ſhould be furpriz 'd; as” to Nigh 
(Heav'n knows) I was. * 
Rang. Dam her what a. bye Is this! Pray, Sirg et | 
me ſpeak. * 
B.. Not in my Houſe, Sir, you have talk'd too much 

already 3 and by the Lord Harry I'll talk with. 8 
nom: But let that paſs, go on, Chicken 
Emil. At laſt, Sir, this unbappy Night pew wh 
hither. as I uſed to do to; my Devotians— — 
He it ſeems having corrupted ſome of -e got 
jnto the Cloſet, and thence came and ſurpria d me 

firſt locking the Door, and putting the Key into his Pocket. 
Rong. I « Key? Sir, as Tlive I ſaw none: Tl 
the moſt notorious Lye.» 

Emil. O wretched Man! was 9s it bot Crime enough 
to make ſuch an Attempt, but you muſt perſiſt in Falſ- 
hood? Sir, he has it now! bans Jing n. mann 
et, I ſaw him put it in. 

Nag. This Pocket — chan Devil, Hah? 
; | [Pats bis Hand 1 Pocket, pulls out a Key. 
| Sdeath, How came it here? Magick, Witcheraſt —— 

the Devil and all——combiae againſt me | woa I were 
well out. if ever I plot agen 

Mar. Tis evident nom he wou'd have vill her! 
lock'd her —— — * 
. 1 £ 
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Rang. A very fine Bus neſa this! 
Bub. Ts it fo. Sir ! TII do your Buſineſs — 
{Goes to run at Ranger, and overthrows obe Table, 
Emil. Vento be fg dart rn! 5 {ae 
Bab. Sbud, Rafbley! © 
Raſh. . whgt Wired flu 
Rang. How ! Naßbiey under the Table? Then Fate 
is mine agen. Now, Sir, do you perceive any ching 
et? 
0 Mar. Stranger and ſtranger I what can this mean? or 
what cou'd they both do here? 
Bub. Sdeath.! How came he here ?>——Hohl— 
9 
Rang. W that Point cloſely; fare 
this will make for me. 
Bab. As gad jidgo me, and I will Speak, I f 
how came he here? 

Eni Nay, Heav'n knows, not I; I belive for the 
ſame Delign with Ranger. _ | s 
| Raſh. Sdeath, ſhe'll me ton | 
Emil. Tell him, tell n for your 
ſelf ay any thing 

Raſh. Speak? why,— | 
not done as you commanded me? Have 1 not watch'd 


here this two Hours to fruſtrate Rangers LO mn 


Tee think to make an Als of me? 
| Rang. How, Sir,—my Delign? Dam me, this 


mult not paſs upon me, Sir. 
Rajſo. Nor you ſhall not paſs upon my Friend here 


neither, Sir; I heard you this Evening when you cor- 
rupted one of the Women to get you into that Cloſet, 


that you might accompliſh with more eaſe, Sir. Bat, ; 
Madam, this is alittle unnatural,” to make me ſuſpetcted 
as his Collegue, when my Deſign was ſo-far diſſerent 


__ 'Sbud I os" PRs this. 


% 
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Rafe. The Meaning! Why, Sir,—ſhe hid me un- 
der the Table as a Defence againſt Ranger's Inſolence: 
But when ſhe heard you at the Door and knew you were 

1 coming in, ſhe conjur'd me by all the Love I bore her 
= ! to it ſtill, and not diſcover my ſelf ;w———and. all 

1 * Excuſe was your j ealouſie; (Jealouſie with a Por ! 

84 a very fine Slight for the Abuſe ſhe intended to 
3] me Sdeath, Madam, my Service deſerv'd a 
I better Reward if you conſider it. (Pay Heavn 
this Lye proſper.) ) 

3 Emil. Ha, ha, ha! I knew'I ſhould ves him ; but 1 
1 confeſs tis all true For (my poor dear Rogue!) 
I am fo hourly tormented with Fear of thy nanghty Jea- 

lonfie, that 1 dare not tell thee any thing. Prithee 
deſert it, do, my dear Sweet; Jfads thou wouldſt be the 
1 beſt "Huſband in the World if thou wouldſt but leave 
22K it. | [Xr bin. 
| Bs. Well! it muſt be ſo; this cannot be feign d: — 
1 far hither to me, I will forſake it: By 

L the Lord Harry thou art the beſt Wife in Chriſten- 

45 dom. and TI the moſt ungrateful Huſband ; but 
| forgive, my Dear, forgive. ——— [Kiſſes ber. 


K. 1 Pg r 
r 6 


1 me. 1 8 
| W | 7 IEA 80“ now may I hang my ſelf. Sdeath! all the 
i Fiends are Aſſes to her. I be gone for Shame, 
_ * —— Succubus, Farewel ;— — 
-1 "There is not ſuch a Sorc ereſs in Hell. 
0 | TIT 
05 Come! haft thou feaPd my Pardon? 
- Emil. Vou know the Softneſs N. 
1 kill me 'oke r 4. ge 


21 


44 24 Pad. 


We have all Failings thou knoweſt, prithee forgive | 


# 4 : 
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Bab. I gad DI kill. my ſelf firſt. > Come prithes no 
more. Dom, thy Hand too , 1 r va; 
— Frailty ———— mc 
Raſsc-I-Sir, I can bear well enough! 15 mechough 
'twas a-little ſtrange L 
Bub. Come, come, all ſhall be well ; — 2 
we'll go in and frolick. Oh, my Dear, ſuſpect thee jz— 
Wel, 1 am a Fool that's the Truth on't. 
. Bubble a Emilia. 
- Mars The Devil helps her ſure, ſor this was certainly 
an peu III i * and pts —_ on't! 
Exit. 
0. Has: Sos 8 n ©; Plot carried thus? 
dune never! Her Wit has more Supplies than I have 
Thoughts, and happily they end ſlill; and Gad for my 
own Part I ſhall love Lying the better as long as I live: 
for the Succeſs. of this. Once more all is well, 
e ha ha! e * 


: "% 


#7; 3A 


Are 4 — Wit's "Ea in 9 Ex. 


| Entar' e 1 1 as 7 | 45 
835 71 1 ien 1 
JEL L bf all Creatures "that vex/Nfortality, 


a. ſuperannuated Lover is emen the moſt 


Cord. 
17 


woublejamy n ens, oy Year ea; Pp La 9 55 
| ty 7 


84 The Fowp HusBanD : Oy, 
| lity is {oprepoſterous, and his Addreſs fo . unnatural, 
that I always entertain rather Hate for his Perſon, than 
Compliance for his Love: From fourſcore and five, 
Heav'n deliver me; tis an Age — 
e mad e ee N eee 


** 0 = — * ; 
IK 
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* Enter Fumble. 


© 1 


Furb. Sirrah, Sirrah 1 Rogue, Nl and ham; he 
how !+Mah! art thou jolly, blithe, like « Bird in a Tree? 
Ifack 1 was impatient till I came to ſee thee: Well, 
and how fits the Ning? does it ſhine? does it glitter? 
Hah, little black  Rogue'!——Ifae I bought it vf the 
beſt Goldſmith in Cheap-/ide, a Man of good Reputation ⸗ 
# Ouckold Too, and they are dye the daneben Per 
Cord. From henceforth Ter ine defire 'you, Sir, to 
deſto your Preſents on ſome Body the ran lt ſent 
your Ring back by your Man, be can bet give you an 
Account of it. 

Fund. Hab hat ſay t thou? counterfeit? 
Ifack thou art miſtaken, Bird thou art, bena Fide, 
they are as well cut-as any in and of the 
Right Black-water: What, doſt thou think III put @ 
Stones upon thee, Ifack 1 am more civil; 7; 
there I was waggiſh;——But ſhe's a witty Rogue, ſhe 
apprehend the Jeſt. 
Cord. Was ever ſuch an infipid piece of Antiquity ? 
Pray, Sir, ſorbear theſe Impertinencies, and aſſure your 
ſelf 1 hate an old Fellow for a Huſband, as much as an 
old Gown, or an old piece of Wit, that after forty Years 
Oblivion, with a new Name, i is RNP for 7 3 8 

— hat does ſhe fay now? But wo Mater, ru 


te on. Well faid, Bird, well faid:\ Bows Fidey thow 


w 


. 
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haſt Wit in Abundance; that Colour, and ſuch. a Sort 
of Noſe, never fail. But come, we loſe Time, 1 know 
s ordain'd I muſt marry thee; I am the Man that 


muſt gather the Roſebuds.— Ah A war- 
rantthou'rt a Swinger, and Ifack, * 
1 r Jones Fi 1 


fres me enge, and I am all 


WET a ihe | Mill fual, 
And laid ber on the Plan; 


Wick a hey down derry down,” come Tide 
-. With a he down derry, S.. „ 


* 4 ot ; 


W 


What think you, Madam? a Lcd! ??: 
Cord. So old, that your Preſence is mote terrible 
than a Death's Head at "Sup pper : For my Part I tremble 
all over. There's a Kind of Horrour in all your an- 
tick Geſtures 3 "ſpecially thoſe that you think become 
2 frights worſe than the Devi ; than the De- 
[Mloud. 

es ary . The Deiit! whit of kita, Bird ? Pilh, the De- 
vil an Af, 1 ha* ſeen't in a Play aud Ifack'we boſe 


ſhou'd ne'er be flow in their Affairs For, as 


good, Friend Randolph tells me, nothing is xe Opportu- 
nity taken in the Nick ; in the Nick, ſweet Heart 


AE nn 
l _ 


? 


Time in talking about To worthleſs! a Mater. Lovers 


* 
1 
4 
3 
? 3 
| 
* 
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Coed. What will you do, Sir? Hein! how he tore 
cures me a 


Fun!. eee 
and paid ſor the Licence and all. Prithee let me 


kiſ thee; I long to praftiſe ſomething that might pleaſe 
thee: Never was Man fo alter d! never! Come, p thee | 


Bird. come, Ifack I have no Patience. IT 


Enter Governeſ and Sir 1 - 


— * wy > A P 0" am * . > 
Rn yd * * -; * 4 N 0 © 4 2 * 2 „ 
ww F 1 > y F y A 


] POE 
A 
; * „ % „ / v / ð oe Ps. WAIST , 
IE; et CLOS 1 A. — 


1 = 2 dir 1 2 my =D Node de. 
fires to ſpeak a Word or two with you. 
Cord. Oh here's me Hope bfDeliyerance l Sir Roger, 


your humble Servant. Come hither, Lettice, and ſtand 


jan my Place: I am ſo tortur d with this old Fel- 
low, ——prithee be kind to him, and follow him whither 
he'd have thee; it may be a Huſband in thy Way, 
and a good Eſtate, _ 
Gev. A Huſband! © marry that's fine! I warrant you, 
ſweet Mouſe, I'll be very punctual, 80 
Cord. So, now let us ſfip aſide and obſerve; would 
| bean excellent Revenge if he ſhou'd marry her. 
He's coming to her already, and his Eyes are b old 
and dim that he | perceives not ths * * 


Len Pep afide! 


l. 5 Delays, Seat tal; afe Ade Ifack; 1 
have.confider'd, it: The Time I have liv'd in >a 
World has given me the Benefit of Fraving wobe ed 

I. fay, thou ſhalt «be my Queen, my, Paramour ,, m 
Cleopatra, ——and, 1 will live another Age in 17. j 
along... * 3 


and then ſarewel, old Simon, Leck. Come, com 
FO Oh Sadneſs ak jy varies 8 wh 


At I » 


ZWS Pray 


* 4.  * AS 
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rn go with him, pray Heay'n he be blind enough, that's 
all I fear. , 
fumb. She ſeems kinder than Pe re 
9 her finely. Come, poor Rogue, 
me 


Gov, I am ready, S c ds 7 


And if it hit but right, I'm made for ever. 
[Exeunt. 


Sir Roger and Cordelia eue. | 1 
ä cee Ha, ha, I am glad I am rid of him any Way: 
But now, Sir Roger, to your Burl, —1 hear your 
Nephew is ſick. 
Sir Reg. In Verity, Madam, moſt dangerouſly fick, 
and the Cauſe of my giving you this Trouble was. in Ve- 
rity to give you Information of it; for by his Melan- 
choly I find Love is the Cauſe. Ah, Madam, your 
— dap ry 6 wenn to him: Tis True, he 
denies it but I am old enough to judge of the con- 
trary, and therefore have found out tis Paſſion ; nay 
Paſfion for you has laid him thus low, and 5 bus 
your Smiles can raiſe him, tis gane ſo far in Verity. 
Cord. I am. ſorry, Sir, I have the Misfortune to be 
the Occaſion. of ſuch a Diſaſter —Bu i is there any 
Remedy ? what would you have medo?” 
Sir Rog. Madam, my Suit to you is, 175 you, ED) 
Pleas d 1 to go with me and give bim a Viſit ; the gur: 
prize of your Preſence IL am confident. will diſſipate. his 
Melancholy, and perhaps totally batiiſh his Diſtemper. 
. Enter Maria. 
But I ſee we are interrupted ; W. and 


if you pleaſe now will bea very good Time to viſit 
him. wi 3&4 ec 33 ad 4 1 * NK 


S 5 | ' Cara 


5 
= 
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. Gord. Softly, Sir, I would not have my Couen Marie 
ins thing of it ; but if that can do him any good, 


Tu not be ſo cruel to deny it  — tis an Att of Cha- 1 


rity.——— Come, Sir, I'll go with you. 
Sir Rog. Madam, you oblige us both. [Exeant. 
Mar. Still -baffled !- ſure this cannot laſt long; the 
Devil will be weary bg ee 1 
have been yonder ſifting Ranger about the laſt Plot, and 
by all Circumſtances find what he ſaid was true, and 
ſhall I leave off thus poorly? Fiſh, I cannot for Shame :— 
I have Truth and Honeſty on my fide ——ſhe's only 
Cunning, and tis impoſſible that . ſhou'd laſt ever. 
Once more then heye at 'em Il have by ſeveral falſe 
Keffages buz'd it again into my Brother's Ears; he be- 
| Heves, and will once more follow my Counſel: Beſides, I 
- have here a falſe Key to her Chamber, and can ſurpriſe 
dem when they leaſt ſuſpect: This, if Ranger be at all 
diligent, muſt needs effect it bor 1 am reſolv'd not 
to reſt till tis done, for the Satis of m * 
en that falle Man. — _ IX.. Marie. 


* Eater Mien end Sik in « Might Gown : 


"Iota. Ut! Uk! Ik 2 
Selb. Nay, Sir, if you would have the Rfefts an- 

fwer your Fa you muſt ſuffer, Sir, ind be pa- 

ment. - -* 

Sneak. t T chanel have Patience:——Sure a 

civil Clap might be cured without all this flir. Tu not 

e in this Age 0h Le 1T! 


Enter Sir Roger anl Cordelia. | 


Sie Rey: © horiitle f wines this fee? © | 
Sneak. My Uncle! O I am — exe 7 


Lpord, 


cs ky. wv... 


oi. © 


PP An BOoYmMWMY BO XX Io Re lm > 


wake, and my ſound ones, w 
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Apoth. But, Sir, your d Clap wight be. hn 
civil Pox in Time. 

Curd. How, Sir Razer? way it ft to make me Se 
tator of this ObjeRt ? SC] 

Sir Rep. The Pax? In Verity 1. ES his Mi- | 
ſires to fine Purpoſe: Ah damn'd Raſcal! The Pox ? 
what ſhall I do? I am diſgrac'd for ever _ | 

Ces. Hark ye, Sir, pray what is that there? 

[Pointing to a Seating Chair within: 

Sir Rog. What ſhall 1 Gy? ( Desth, ſhe. has fon 
out his  Sweating——Chair!) Why, Madam, tis 
umph——tis a Mathematical Engine they uſe ut 
Cambridge. —— Cob was always addicted to ſtudy. 

_ Cord. Twere a Fault to hinder him then, Sir, being 
ſo well employ'd.——Farewel. [Ex. Cor 

Sir. Rog. She has found it out. Sirrah, ſee my 
Face no more: try en I abhor 1 a damn d 
Raſcal! 5 | - 

gel, Good Unde!” © HT 


Sir Rip. The Pox ! NOTE TED Rogue! Re- 
ven! was ever the like ſeen But tis now a ge- i 


neral Maxim, and your ſandy, Sheeps face, unthinking 
Villain, is always the. greateſt Whoremaſter. _ 


Sneak. Why, by Jerice, it was by Chance, Uncle, 


HFlab · nab as a Man may ſay: As I hope to be fay'd rs 
againſt my will. 


" Hpatb. Sir, your Anger makes an Adden to Ai Di 


| 3 


Sir Reg. . Sir, are you f but 


1 think you may be the Devil for your Honeſty 3 
fo may ye all 


uch as you ſooth em in Vices go—— 

1 warrant, you are tired with ſock. ton — 

Ha, Sir. are you not? 
 Apath. In Troth, St, my n 


RISES 
h for my Arts _— 


TG 
— 


gn on 


p —— os 
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ment I would make rotten, ſo haſty to recover, 
that I confels I am often weary, but not tir'd, Sir. 
Sir Rog. So, Sir, in Verity you are all a Company of 
Raſcals ;———and as for his Part, I'll inſtantly write to 
his Father to diſinherit him, that I may revenge my Dif- 
grace, and puniſh his Folly, 
Whore! the Pox! IE. 
Aporh. A mad old Fellow, but your Penitence will re. 
cover all. 
| Sneak. Wou'd you were hang 'd, by Jie for 1 
the Door open. Oh what ſhall I do? This comes . 


: learning the Sciences in the Devil's Name. — 


_ Pati tience, Sir, have Patience.— * W 
e 


RF n e 8s. in wet 
1 A Tap Docs fay you, Madam) 


Emil. Yes, we happily diſcover'd it Yeſterday vids, 


for a Ring accidentally dropt; it opens upon the 
Stairs the fide of the Kitehis, 1 am ſure tw ill 


be very l de Mg —— Here, take 


the Candle you, and go and N — when I 


ive the Sign, be ſure be ready. 

Betty. Fil not fail, Madam. 
| Fa. "Tis good w be bee od l Wide 
has fill an Eye over us, and my Huſband's new Jealoufic 
gives me freſh Cauſe of doubt. — 
©" Raſh. Tgad, tis unneceſſary This Trap- 


door muſt needs be very uſeful ;z— I ſee Fortune 


25 ours ſtill, and will not leave u. Let us doubt 


"when we ſee Danger; there is none nom, nor can he 


„ continues — 
"Emil, Which 1 fey will be bet « ſhort Time: For 
if £2 34 I ** 1 2d"; * * F4 hat 
1 ; 5 


The Pox! a Son ofa 


* 
— 
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what is indirect, is ſeldom permanent 3 therefore let us 
conſider on t. 

Naß. Damn Conſideration i "Tos worſe Roemy to; 
Mankind than Malice: Let impotent Age conſider, that 
is fit for nothing but dull tame Thoughts of what he has 

been formerly: Let the Lawyer and Phyſician conſiders, 
what Quibbles, and what Potions, are moſt neceſſary : 
And let the flie Phanatick think his time out, and conli- 5 
der hots, to be ſecurely faftious :. But let the Lover lo 
on, ſtill tranſported, whilſt all his Thoughts and Senſes 
are employ'd in the dear Joys of Rapture, endleſs — 1 
fion, without a Grain of dull Conſideration. 
| Emil. I ſwear the Softneß of our Tempers abuſes half 
our Sex, We ſhou'd not elſe be wone ſo cafily :'w—n— 
But we are ſuch kind Foos! 
Raſh. Ay, weare all Fools, Madam, that's the Trath 
on't ; but how ſhall we help it ? ts | 
, Enil. Reſolve upon 3 iin — — o 
more.— 
Roſs, Reſolve upon . ' love for ever: 6.4 
the World would be at a fine paſs if all were of your” 
Mind: Zr now? OB, 7 JOE Lock, 


F 15 LE 5 Enter Maria with, 4 Light 


. Stand there till I fech you in ro fre de | 


here, 
Emil My Siſter as I live! malicious Accident! 


Raf, Hah,—with a Light too! How the Yo 
got ſhe in? 

_ Emil, Heav'n knows, unleſs with a falſe Kay. 

Mar. Nay, y'are caught, and finely too, I'm concn'd 
elſe. What Plot now, Madam, to convey you hence ?---- 
Now ſhow your mighty Skill; and if there is a Devil | 


at your Service employ him now, you never had more 
Caule 


eee 
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Siſter, this is bart*rous to triumph o'er our Misfortunes ; 


T know this cannot chuſe but be grateful to him, 11 


Cauſe —— Methinks you are Melancholy, why d'ee 
not laugh? ſmile at your Wit and great Security? You 
I know, have a thouſand Ways 10 get off ſtill; or it} 
you want, that Gentleman can ſupply you 3 
Ra. I ſupply ! A plague o' your dum t- d jeſt! 
Emil. Hufh, and leave me to her. —— Nay, 


you know your ſelf what Love is, and what Inconveni- 
encies it brings poor Women to, 

Mar. You can confeſs. now 3 and here's 
Gentleman not far off. your Haſband, Madam | 


call him to hear it. 

Emil. Ah, be not ſo cruel to unde me quite [—— 
I'll confeſs all to thee, and from this Minute be convert. 
ed.——Ab, had I taken tby Counſel before, I had been 


Mar. Ay ; -but you would perfil, and now 
ſee what comes on't. 
, Emil. Oh! I am miſcradte Forgive me, — 
Woeps 
Ir. Nay, Heav'n forgive you: but come, will 
you confeſs? I have her at a rare Advantage — 
Emil. Moſt faithfully ; — but let me do't i the 
dark ;——ler no Light ſee my guilty Bluſhes;—it is 
enough my Tongue dares utter it: Dear let 
me not be too much aſham d: Oh Miſery! Mi 
ſery !— (Weep. 
Mar. Well, here is a' Light not far off, and thus 
much Fl! comply with you Now begin.- - 
[Put; out the Light. 


. Raſs. 3 Heavn cheerful, we ſhall 
eape, I am ſore we 82 this dear Devil. 
Eil. My Grief ties op my n 
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Vee Mar. "Tis Tone to grieve: But come, when d'ee 


du, begin? 

I Fmil This aid Man ſedue'd n me: Cruel Refi — 
Where are you, Sir? | Ls. 

1 Raſh. Here, Sweet, here 2 

Ei. Firſt wone upon me with is eh Pr 


© handfom Demeanour: every ſeveral Grace my Soul 
em. admir'd. ——Give'me your Hand. [ ꝰ Roſblyy, 
But when he came to ſpeak, his Tongue, his Charming 
s 1 Tongue, Oh Heav'n, that I ſhould live to utter it! fo 
mi enſnar'd me, that I no longer knew my Liberty, 
Ii bur as his Viftim gloried in my Paſſion — 
Mar. With Shame you live to ſpeak it. 
Raf. "Twas my Misfortune ee few lie 
2 ene 1 am not able to 
hold. 
E Down, quickly down—— | [Both fat inthe 
Tr 
Mer: Now could I le till my Bert gt 
think how I have caught em knew 'twas | | 
ble fhe-ſhould eſcape always —and I will tyrannize 
more than a Turk over his Slave: For my Part 
I am forry for your Infamy, and were it not _that by 
the Laws of Nature I have a great concern in any of 
my Brother's Injuries, you might love on for me; but 
fince my Blood runs in his Veins, I dare not ſee his 
Infamy and let it paſs unqueſtion'd: Therefore eicher 
fwear from this Hour to deſert Rafb/ey, and ne- 
ver ſee him more; or your Diſgrace I will. this inſtant 
publiſh, or call your Hu ſband to be Spectator of his 
Shame and yours. What, are ye dumb? Not a- 
ſwer me? It ſeems you diflike this Propoſal;: but do not 
provoke me.—— Not yet? Nay then— within theres ?— 
wake Go a” Nr 
au *. 
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* 


* Bubble with « * and long Sword. 


e "Bb. Where; 31 is this Traitor? this — 
by Scanderbeg.— am ready for a Charge: TIl puſh 
kim with « Vengeance; Where is he? _  _ 
' Mar. Here, here! How now? What, are you go. 
under the Table agen? or into a Corner? Give me 
a Qnde rather, oor an fare 1 have em faſt, — 
[Looks about. 
— Bob, Here's noting, another Mite, us God Jil 
me. 
Mar. She's a Devil, and I loſe au Labor. Gone 
_what both gone! Oh I could tear my ſelf: Which 
Way? How! by what Means could they eſcape? 
Bab. Scape? Sbud! *tis impoſſible they ſhou'd 
. eſcape if they were here———Piſh,—this is only one 
of Jour Maggots, Siſter, nn 25 
em 
7 Mar. Fancy ?—eternal Light forfake me, FI did 
not boch ſee and ſpeak to em two Minutes fince ; .heardff 
her confeſs the Crime, and vow Repentance ; here, in 
this very Place: but by what Means they capt, * 
can admire, not imagine. — r 
Bas. Prithee hold thy Peace, I lay once more, "is t 
only a Maggot : Sleep, Foo ee e from 
ancies. Ho now, Ned? _ a 2! oof ba | 


n 
$45 ; 8 {a b 
26" Op | Enter * a Betty bn” . 8 


_ Rang. Sir, 1 know 2 3 he 585 f 1 5 
may * 109 but I 55. pas a ſtrange Deere V 


ef FOI -— ct 93 10 
— \Diſcovery.!/ of; what priches?—— _ 1 
Rang. Sir, — Kallh and your Wife gin I. 


il | laughing 472 


Il 


be PLoTTING S1STERS OS 
laughing aum! in Arm through the Entry the back. 
fide of the Kitchin into the Parlour, where, if you 


pleaſe to give your ſelf the Trouble, you may find em. 


Betty. Thisis as np Mites fete and Tü inform 
her immediately. 
233 day ! My Wiſe and Raby? ar fre ort 
ca ? 
, Rang. As ſure, Sir, as I live, I aw: em there: Nay, 
what's more, my Curioſity indneing me to peep through 
the Key-hole, I ſaw his Head lie in her Lap, hilſt 
ſhe with a fond Paſſion ſtrok d his Cheeks, and dallied 
with his Hair: Faith, Sir, I could not ſee this. and be 


filent; but you, 1 fear, will ink he worſe 


—" 2X 


. mars — 

Bub. In the Parlour, Tay'ft 8 Sbud v was ever ſuch 
a Confuſion! Why, my Siſter ſays that within. theſe 
two Minutes ſhe ſaw and ſpoke | to, em here in this 


Chamber. They are here, and there; and every where, 


and yet I can find em no where; what a Pox ſhou'd a 
Man think of this ? 


1 7 N een, this. Ast, ep: 


Mar. — Th ö a 


not ſee her? rough ſaw the Devil in her Likeneſs 
th 


en. 
Bub. Why, 3 1 oat you are mad, offend 
no one but your ſelf with i. What a Pox,. ſhall I not 
' believe my Eyes ? The Houſe is not haunted that I know 
of, unleſs, it be with Fock g= There's, a. . on 
by E of Concluſion... _ 1 ** 
Mar. Ves, Cuckolds 100 There: E Bod | or deu by 
Way of Repartee. 
Bab. Cuckold I'd. have you | to 3 1 7 


your Words ;—and were you not my Siſter, I'd fetch 


.you . with your Repartees. What i becauſe, y IM = 
a » 


2 
= 
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4 Fool, you gueſs all Perſans are alike Do you bui 
„ trre 1h the am # Turk at Mattel 

Rang: Good Sir,—no — bat go hows 
l your ſelf in the Truth of my Story 
if I tell you a: Lie, call me Pook—eHotfe —- any 
thing ——do but go and ſee. 

Bus. Sbud, I know not what to do: One brings me 
=p, another carries me Wen; one jilts me, another 2. 
buſes me: @ third laughs at me and yet I find 
nothing, nor ſee nothing. nor know nothing, — 
and you are nothing but Fools to make all this ftir about 

But come, I'll go with thee, Aux, 
| Mar. And 1, that I may, foy once in my Life I fow 

a Miracle. 

Rang. I have her once more in the Necks of the 
flip ; now the Devil hold her faſt in th* other World: 
In above mortal Power come, S. . | 


; "+ 1 
. 6 7 . . . # F< 1 
. ; # 2 4 * — 4 &: + | 4 __ 8 p 7 
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| 8 0 E N E. W. : 
Tater . 105 Jeremy. 


Zuni TL YErc, here, quic G3ckly take my, Night-Gown, and 

put it on, you are ſure they are coming. | 
Betty. Very ſure, Madam 1 flood. at. 
Door and heard all. 

Reb. What muſt I do, Sweet ?—Prichee do not 
let us be ſurpriz'd agen, | 
mW Emil. Uncaſe, uncaſe, Sir; and let your Maal 
4 | nc 


* 
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repreſent you as Betty does me: Jeremy, be ſure you 
play your Part well, and court her to the Life. 


Puts on aa Gowns. 
Raſb. Dee hear, Sirrah? | 
Jer. I'll warrant you, Sir. Come, Mrs. Betty. 
Emil. Stay, a Word mare in thy Ear ——-1 an this 
Fellow is but a Blockhead, and therefore am afraid of 


truſting him too far: Keep him as. ignorant of 
our Intrigue as thou canſt; and ay Huſband aſk where 


I'll be in my Chamber ;——aad when they are all 
gone, bring me Word what Ranger and Maria are do- 
ing. * 
Berry. Ves, Madam, I'll be very careful. © 1 
Ras. I will reward thy Care, my pretty PER 
Emil. Hark I here em coming ;——novw to your 
— == [Noiſe. Ex. Raſhley and Emilia. 


us make Love in ſome heroick Vein. 
| Betty. No I am for the plain dealing Way.— 
Jer. Piſk! rother's a great deal better, as thus: | 
Your Eyes with ſo bright Charms are deckt about, 
Than 1 could kiſs em till I kiſt em out. 
Betty Oh I hate that I vow 'tis very filly. 


Enter Ranger, Bubble and Mari. 


Rang. There, there, Sir — . bee em i now? 
will you believe next time? - 


_ Beu«6. © diſmal Objeck 1 mai Contacts hate: 


Mar. This is miraculous ; how was it poſſible they 


could get hither ? Bur I am glad e here _—_ 
ver. 


Bas. Now fr a good ful Blow. at bis Head before be 
E x} ſees 


1 am, tell him I am gone to viſit my Lady Courtly = xy 


' Jer. Now, Mrs. Betty, we an nw. 23 


i 
_—_ » 
. 


0% Sr dry range hops wet * 


Way agen. 


gentilely as we could. 
her. Lock ye, Ned, you are; a Fack, I fon 
Way, are you not? EK : 


not tell you what all this wou'd come to? Ha, ha, ha! Ill 
makes me laugh to think how buſy you two Aﬀes havi 


Oh Sir Roger welcome. 
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ſees me: tis a Cuckold's Way of Revenge I'm ſure 
Have at him! [Offers to flrikelf 
Jer. Oh Lord, what mean you, Sir? what mean vou 
Bub. Traytor! Rogue ! Raſcal! Il——Hah, Jeremy 
Fier. Ay, Sir, tis I, poor Feremy, Sir. 
Mar. And Betty in her Miſtreſſes Night-Gows 


[Ranger's amaz 4 
Nang. Their old Friend the Devil has nk em a 


Bas. What make INS. here in their Night- 8 * | 
Bet. Only, Sir, thro'-an Ambition to make Love « : 


Bub. Go, go, and find, your Miſtrifs out, and ll her | 
her humble Servant and Huſband defires to ſpeak witif 


Rang: I am ſo, Str, I acknowledge it. - 
Bab. And you, Madam, are a little hin cha 


Mar. I can ſay Mg my ſelf, bir.” | 
Bab. Then I can ſee ye re a couple of Fools: Did 


been about nothing; and I am no better than a thire 
Fool for believing you; but from henceforth he tha 
ſpeaks againſt my Chicken's Vertue, is the Son of 
Whore ; for Uds Bud ſhe's the honeſteſt Woman ir 
Chriſtendom; and he that denies it, I will immediatel, 


invade him with Battic-Ax, Poniard and Piſtol. 


Rang. She is a very Saint, Sir. 

Mar. A very Devil, cre: Oo nee is thereno Re 

medy? 
Bus. III go inſtantly, 4 Lreahetie my eit c her 

with a ſtrit Vow never to doubt her mores — 


| 
Ent 
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, Enter. Sir Roger and Conteia. 


. —— m— 2 


Faith! lv wiſhing for ſome good Company. —— 
neſs of my Reconcilement to my dear Chicken. Von 
are melancholy, Sir,.—.—— I gh your Nephew | 
was _ I ſuppoſe that's the Cauſe. 17 

Sir Rog. If he- has heard of tha, I am Gifgrag. for 
ever. 


Bub. Come, Sir, chees up, cheer. ws be will eel 
agen, doubt not. No 

Sir Rog. I hope ſo, Sir. Madam this generous. 4 
of concealing the Infamy of our Family, has bas fo 0 
upon me that if I cou'd requĩte 

Cord. No more, Sir Your Nephew LS 
is all I defire: You are ſenſible nn that. A Gonp, 
Reaſon to requeſt that. — — 1 
Sir Rog. I am, Madam, and am extreamly bound to 
your Generoſity; and Gad I have another Nephew 
whom T'll_ make better by 2000 J. a Year' to make ou 
amends—— Well, Mr. Bubble, I am glad to come at 
ſo good a Time, when Mirth is going forward: You, 
are a merry Man, Sir. and in 1 1 like your 
Company. > ; 

Bub. And1 yours, Sir Reger inmmns — for Lam. very 
merry for ſome private Reaſon beſt known to . ſelk: 
We'll tofs a 1 about by and by, Faith! 1 


1 * Fumble puſbing in 2 


Fund. An old Cronee, a Sorcereſs : What i fack, 
and in the Devil's Name, am I to be popt in the Mouth 
with fourſcore and twelve? A Beldam, a Witch that 
expects nent Winter to be W into a Gib Cat. 
#4 to be yok'd. 9 me! No, no, ſome 2 

2 


ſ 


| 


4 P . 1 e * N ane, oY A. * 28 9 . 2 b * > 5 0 
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than ſome; and I'll have her know within this Week 
that I am as fit for two and twenty as two and twenty is 5 
for me: In the mean time avaunt, Jexe bel.! 
I Hike thee not, Ii thou haſt no black o Top, i'fack, 
thou art not for my Turn. 

Bub. What, old. Signior Fumble what's the Matter, 
Man ? 

: Fumb. Yes b un 1 Sir, and chowy'd 
too, and ſome ſhall know't when I can find em. 
Cord. He's groping for his Spectacles; now I expect 
to be rated. 

Fumb. Ah, — are you there Rogue, are you there ? 
Why, you very Wag, wou'd you offer to ſerve me ſo? 
But hang thee, thou'rt a Rogue, and come i'fack though 


*rvvas a knaviſh Trick, I am pleas'd with the Wit on't - 


Give me thy Hand, and come and kiſs me, and all 
hall be well agen. 
© Card: Upon Condition you never trouble me more,-- | 
there tis. 

Fu. Icod, ſhe n touch with her, ſhe has 
itack 5 J forgive thee with all my Heart. Well, 
old Woman, depart in Peace; old Woman, I fay de- 
part, and trouble me no more I am buſie, and 
cann'r diſpence with the Fopperies of Age now. 

Gbr Well, this comes of eating Sweet-meats when I 
wis young: He had never found out the Trick, if my 


want of Teeth had not diſcover d me. 


Bub. Ha, ha! Here had like to have been fine 
Sport i faith: but wou'd I knew where my Wife is, 
that we n,, am in this * 


Humour. 


Gov. Sir, juſt a5 1 n. 1 ſaw ebe up _ 


her Chamber. 1 tre: St : 


Bub. Did thou? T am - on' Pie: Come, lets 
all yo. aut 977 


4 


Enter 


The Pror rr SisT E RS. 101 


Enter Betty. 


Betty. Ia find her; but I heard * bay 
about an Hour fince, ſhe intended to go and viſit my 
Lady Courtley. _ 
Bab. No, no I know where ſhe is 06 
Poor Creature! I warrant the fits ſo Melancholy above 
now. Well, —-1 dare proudly ſay I have the beſt 
Wife in Chriſtendom : -For-1-faith I, ve, been very jea- 
lous of her, but I was "wrought u when o' my 
Conſcience the innocent Wretch we'd not hurt a 
Worm: — But come, we'll. all go to her, and be ſure, 
Sir Roger, you plead for me in Troth mp Heart 
akes to think how I us'd her. 
Betty. 1 muſt prevent their going up, or we "Shndone.. ; 
[IL running, Maria h her. 


. Mar. Whither are you running? 1 haye ſome Bus "neſs 
with ou. 

has Betty. Good Madam, III wait on you immediately. | 

ell, Mar. Ve ſhall not ſtir till I have ſpoke to you; 


Here mult be ſomething in this 1 find by ver gas | 
to be gone. 
Sir Rog. Well, Mr. Bubble, —<—4n" Verity Ir 
do my beſt in ö be: 4 — * at e | 
vice at any Time. 
Bub. Sir Roger, you will oblige me need is 
the moſt innocent, ſweeteſt and moſt vertuous Perſon in 
the whole World, and I ſhall never be able to make her 
amends. Come, let us go. 

Rang. Now will I ſee how ſie behaves” Her Rf." and 
wonder at the pProſperous Impudence Hell has endow'd 
her with, tho it lies not in my Power to repel it, . 
. 'Now I thiak better 6n't; III defer" my Bulineſs 
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till another Time: —You may go where you 
pleaſe. [Exeunt. 
Betty. This cunning Devi has undone em: nor 
lies it now in my Power to hinder it. Oh I 
cou'd Oe [Exit 


Nass r. EDI GXWHI 


8 c E N E III. 
Enter Raſhley and Emilia. 


Emil. HE Plague of living with ſuch a Huſband 
you muſt imagine is very diſagreeable to 
my Temper end were it not for the happy 
Hours I have the good Fortune to enjoy in thy Society, 
my Life wou'd be wholly uncomfortable : ——— But, 
my Dear, thou wilt forget me, one Day I ſhall grow 
cheap to thee, ſhall I not? 
as. No, never, — never, my Sweet! Thou haſt 
more Charms each Hour added to thee, rather than one 
eiminiſh'd,——forget thee! I ſooner ſhall forget to feed 
my ſelf, or that the Sun c're ſhone in midſt of Summer, 
than thy more precious Favours. Thou bring'ſt each 
Hour new Sweets, and every Minute a thouſand thou- 
ſand Graces , throng about thee, my Dear, ——Dear, 
Charming, Sweet, Precious [Kit. ber. 


Enter Bubble, * Roger, Fumble, Ranger, Maria, 


| Cordelia. 
nav entering. Softly, ſoftly, Sir Roger: Docs ond 


| . oaks at 2 ors what's this 1 
ſee ? 
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ſee .= ad jidge me 24 07 

Rang. By Heav'n, _" here a kifing?— Ol 
happy Minute ! | 

Emil. Ah, who could heve the Heart to leave thy 


Bliſſes for ſuch a Fool, ſuch a Beaſt, ſuch a dull, ſordid 


| filthy, inſipid Creature as my Hufband ? 


Bub. How's that? Oh Devil! 

Rab. I am ſmother d with thy Charms; Oh ars 
Air ! H ah. — h Horrour, curd nn taken 
tha?! [Stares. 

Emil. My Huſband ! Nay thin Tani barer 

Bub. Ah curſed Creature! is this thy Vertue?—— 
But I'll | { Goes to wound her. 

Sir Rog. Hold, Sir, in Verity that muſt not be ; No 
Swords againſt Women in my Company. 

Bab. Then here let my Vengeance ee Traytor ! 
have J oblig'd thee ſo often for . — Have at 


1 


Rang. Your Pardon un 1 muſt hinder Ad 
Proceedings; in the Field you may do what you pleaſe. 

Bub. Speak, Witch, ſpeak ! what Reaſon haſt thou 
to uſe me thus? Thou on of the ann 
ſpeak, I ſay. | 889 

Emil. Uſe you thus 0 2 
makes you ſuggeſt ſtrange Thoughts without Cauſei: N 
Kindneſs to Mr. Rafb/ey was only becauſe he pro» 
mis d to be my Friend in urging my Reconcilement Mith 
you and becauſe I knew he was your" Friend, I 
therefore—_l ſay, becauſe I knew you Jov'd him, I 
defir'd him to——to-—T was very urgent with him 
about about No, I miſtake! twas he was urgent 
with me to intreat you to do me the Fa vou 
0 — to do him the Favour: I mean; a 
do. 60 — — — 124 
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Bus. Pox! what a Story's here? Oh Strumpet 
Witch 

Mar. To Cuckold him, was that it, Siſter ? 
Rang. Madam, methinks your Speech fails you ex- 
ceedingly, - | | 
Emil. All will not do: O ſpiteful Minute!” Taken thus 
at laſt? ee and Abſence is moſt ne- 

Exit. 

" Rab. Oh farewel in the Devil's Name! Oh Last 
Horns! found a Cuckold at laſt! I have Tpun a fair 
Thread, by the Lord Harry; A Cuckold at laſt jz=— 
- Raſos. A Cuckold! Why, Sir,—have I done any 
thing but by your Directions: Why do you ſug- 
geſt ſuch Things to your ſelf ?— Well, Sir, if I have 
injur'd you, I wear a Sword, TE ſo 
fare we [ Ex. Ry. 

Sir Rog. In Verity this was a ſtrange Diſcovery ; — 
but ſuch things will happen ſometimes 
© © Cord. So it ſeems; yet this methinks is wonderful. 
Bab. Oh unfortunate Huſband ! Well I Il go in- 
ſtantly and get a Divorce, and ſpend the Remainder of 
my Life in penning a Satyr againſt Women: I'I call 
it, 4 CAUTION FOR CUCKOLDS: where I 
will 'deplorably ſet dowu my own Caſe, as a'Warning- 
pacte for * young a 1 Benefit IP 
5 - 1 * 74 3 * 87 

AND 


| Felix quem 2 aliens Cormua caxtum. bern, 


e 61 eus 
"Bot Mum! I muſt” not yes diſcover my Failing. - 6 
Nang Now the mighty Sophiſtreſs is o'er thrown ! - 
Mar. Thank Chance for . 
eur on. 

Kung. Right, Madam, and by this 2 Man may 4 
* how 


S on 
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how unneceſſary a thing it i to ſtrive to turn the 
Curie it of a Woman's Fancy, when it is bent to another. 
'Tis a damn'd thing this Wenching, if a-Man conſiders 
ſeriouſly on it; and yet tis ſuch a damnable Age we 
live in, that, Gad, he that does not follow it, is either 
has accounted fordidly unnatural, or ridiculouſly impotent 
10 7 


vit. lution. 

ns - Y X 4 
fair TI Love or . Court fir 3 . 

— Change ſtiil a Miſtreſi to be flill in Faſhion : | 

any Tl aid all Womes in an amorogs Leagr r 
ug- But from this Hour ne er baulk a Love ed 4 
ave | | 1 3 
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EPILOGUE ſpoken by FUMBLE. 


Zul, Gentlemen, how der; Icod you /it 
. if you bad no Souls, no Brains, no Wit, 
Wheat, not a Word now in the Poets Praiſe ; | 
Hah !———Fiith, 1 was a Spark in my young Days — 
J clapt, and clapt j————1ay ſometimes to my coft : 
J elaps fo lang. Cad, Twas clapt at la. 
There I was Waggiſh ;——Tou know what I mean ; 
The Devil was int, a plaguy Yorkſhire Duran, — 
But 'tis no Matter ,—'troas but thought a Jeff, 
And, Gad, Ia, as briſk then as the beſt 
So am now; for Dfackh I'd have you now, 
Your old Man, though be only ſerve for ſhow, 
Let give bim a youne Wench with black o Top, — 
And you ſball fee bim friſt, and jump, and hop j—— 
Icod, and wriggle !—— Hap-t/_12 Bell will found, 
Though there is neer a Clapper to be found. 
But let that paſs: Now your Applauſe diſburſe ; 
Why,——tohat the Devil makes you filent thus ; 
I bat jay ye, ——The Play does not deſerve it? fab! 
Icod, your are miſtaken er TII tell ye, 
4 once could write and judge, —and fact did do 
Vem firange Things ;—but DP ve forget em 1010. 
Bat Tremembir what a Wag —— 1 wa; j—— 
1 bad fo many ſmutty Fefts thoſe Days, 
J could get none but Women to my Plays. 
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But that's all one; Icod, the Youth that writ, © 
Does well ;—— and tobe knows,——may do better yet: 
Therefore you ſhould incourage him, dies hear; 
And be that fails, I wiſh this Curſe may * 
That be be really my Character, 


Laſciviess, Deaf, and impotent & 1; 


[ * 
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1 
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